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FOREWORD 


THE little books of verse from which this selection is 
made were issued between the years 1913 and 1920, 
though portions of the first of them were written 
many years before. 

Printed and reprinted many times during the War- 
years, when production was difficult and workman- 
ship not always all one could have wished, they were 
read and handled and carried, both at home and at 
the front, till at times they fell to pieces. They are 
here gathered in more permanent form to meet the 
wishes of many who found help and comfort in them 
during those dark. years. 

If some verses are included which, perhaps, my 
own sense of fitness would have left out, it is because 
they made at the time a special appeal to many, and 
to those of my friends no collection would be com- - 
plete if they were omitted. 

They are printed here in something like the order 
in which they appeared. In certain cases, where the 
verses somewhat curiously anticipated events which 
followed, the dates when they were written are 
appended as giving them additional interest. 

_ One or two other notes may also be of interest. 

** Policeman X,” which to some extent forecasted 
the Great War and the idea of the League of Nations 
(with an International Police Force added), was 
written in 1898, sixteen years before the war came. 

The “ Hymn for the Men at the Front’ was 
written for the South African War, was not used, was 
remodelled in 1914, and was then sung all over the 
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English-speaking world, eight million copies being - 
called for; and in addition it was printed many 
hundreds of times for special services. 
The “ Pageant of Darkness and Light,” of which 
only some portions are given, was written in 1908. 
When I wished to bring out the first of the little 
books of verse—“ Bees in Amber ’’—I met with un- 
expected difficulties. No one would look at it. It 
was only by dint of much persuasion, and on my 
undertaking to print it myself at my own expense, 
that I finally induced a friendly publisher to handle 
it—as a great favour—and to allow his name to 
appear on it. I was advised not to print more than 
a few hundred copies, as it would certainly never sell; 
and as I would have to give them all away to friends, 
it would be a somewhat costly form of amusement. 
Well, up to the present time .250,000 copies of 
** Bees ” have been sold, of its immediate successor 
(“ All’s Well!’’) 203,000, and the total sales of all the 
small books amount to well over one million copies. 
So one need never despair if publishers say “‘ No!” 
The times, I acknowledge, were absolutely excep- 
tional. Something in the little books appealed 
strongly to very many hearts. In all sincerity and 
simplicity—and well aware that in saying this I lay 
myself open to the easy accusation of “cant” by the 
Philistines—I wish to put it on record that much of 
this verse came to me almost spontaneously, came as 
though I were simply being used as a channel for the 
transmission to my fellows of the thoughts that lay 
within it, and which, I was only too painfully aware, 
suffered loss in my very inadequate rendering of them. 
And for such use being made of me in that time of 
need I can never be too grateful. 


JOHN OXENHAM. 
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CREDO 


Not what, but Whom, I do believe, 
That, in my darkest hour of need, 
Hath comfort that no mortal creed 
To mortal man may give ;— 

Not what, but Whom! 
For Christ is more than all the creeds, 
And His full life of gentle deeds 
Shall all the creeds outlive. 

Not what I do believe, but Whom! 
Who walks beside me in the gloom? 
Who shares the burden wearisome ? 
Who all the dim way doth illume, 
And bids me look beyond the tomb 
The larger life to live ? — 

Not what I do believe, 

But Whom! 

Not what, 

But Whom! 


1900-1913 


NEW YEAR’S DAY—AND EVERY DAY 


Each man is Captain of his Soul, 

And each man his own Cren, 

But the Pilot knows the Unknown Seas, 
And He will bring us through. 


We break new seas to-day, — 
Our eager keels quest unaccustomed waters, 
And, from the vast uncharted waste in front, 
The mystic circles leap 
To greet our prows with mightiest possibilities ; 
Bringing us—what? 
—Dread shoals and shifting banks? 
—And calms and storms ? 
—And clouds and biting gales ? 
—And wreck and loss ? 
—And valiant fighting-times ? 
And, maybe, Death !—and so, the Larger Life ! 


For should the Pilot deem it best 
To cut the voyage short, 
He sees beyond the sky-line, and 
He'll bring us into Port. 
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And, maybe, Life,—Life on a bounding tide, 
And chance of glorious deeds ; 
Of help swift-borne to drowning mariners ; 
Of cheer to ships dismasted in the gale ; 
Of succours given unasked and joyfully ; 
Of mighty service to all needy souls. 


So—Ho for the Pilot’s orders, 
Whatever course He makes ! 
For He sees beyond the sky-line, 


And He never makes mistakes. 


And, maybe, Golden Days, 
Full freighted with delight ! 
—And wide free seas of unimagined bliss, 
—And Treasure Isles, and Kingdoms to be won, 
—And Undiscovered Countries, and New Kin. 
For each man captains his own Soul, 
And chooses his onn Cren, 
But the Pilot knows the Unknonn Seas, 
And He mill bring us through, 


THE BELLS OF YS 


When the Bells of Ys rang softly,—softly, 
So ft—and sweet—and lon, 
Not a sound was heard in the old gray town, 
As the silvery tones came floating down, 
But life stood still with uncovered head, 
And doers of ill did good instead, 
And abroad the Peace of God was shed, 
When the bells aloft sang softly—so ftly, 
Soft—and sweet—and low,— 
The Silver Bells and the Golden Bells, — 
Aloft, and aloft, and alon. 
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And still those Bells ring softly—softly, 
Soft—and sweet—and lon,— 
Though full twelve hundred years have gone, 
Since the waves rolled over the old gray town, 
Bold men of the sea, in the grip of the flow, 
Still hear the Bells, as they pass and go, 
Or win to life with their hearts aglow, 
When the Bells below sing softly—sof tly, 
So ft—and sweet—and low,— 
The Silver Bells and the Golden Bells,— 


Alow, and alow, and alon. 


O the Mystical Bells, they still ring softly, 
Soft—and sweet—and low, 
For the sound of their singing shall never die, 
In the hearts that are tuned to their melody ; 
And down in the world’s wild rush and roar, 
That sweeps us along to the Opening Door, 
Hearts still beat high as they beat of yore, 
When the Bells sing softly—softly—so f tly, 
Soft—and sweet—and low,— 
The Silver Bells and the Golden Bells,— 
Alon, and aloft, and alow. 


GOD’S HANDWRITING 


He writes in characters too grand 

For our short sight to understand ; 

We catch but broken strokes, and try 

To fathom all the mystery 

Of withered hopes, of death, of life, 

The endless war, the useless strife,— 

But there, with larger, clearer sight, 

We shall see this—His way was right. 
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PHILOSOPHER’S GARDEN 


“See this my garden, 
Large and fuir /” 
—Thus, to his friend, 
The Philosopher. 


‘*’ Tis not too long,” 
His friend replied, 
With truth exact,— 
“« Nor yet too wide. 
But well compact, 
If somewhat cramped 
On every side.” 
Quick the reply— 
“* But see how high /— 


It reaches up 


To God’s blue sky /” - 


Not by their size 
Measure we men 

Or things. 

Wisdom, with eyes 
Washed in the fire, 
Seeketh the things 
That are higher— 
Things that have wings, 
Thoughts that aspire. 


THE PRUNER 


God is a zealous pruner, 
For He knows 
Who, falsely tender, spares the knife 
But spoils the rose. — 
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THE PILGRIM WAY 


But once I pass this way, 

And then—no more. 

But once—and then, the Silent Door 
Swings on its hinges, — 
Opens . . . closes, — 

And no more 

I pass this way. 

So while I may, 

With all my might, 

I will essay 

Sweet comfort and delight, 
To all I meet upon the Pilgrim Way. 

For no man travels twice 

The Great Highway, 

That climbs through Darkness up to Light,— 
Through Night 

To Day, 


FLOWERS OF THE DUST 


The Mills of God grind slowly, but they grind 
exceeding small,— 

So soft and slow the great wheels go, they scarcely 
move at all ; 

But the souls of men fall into them and are powdered 
into dust, 

And in that dust grow the Passion-Flowers—Love, 
Hope, Trust. 


Nott.—The first line only is adapted from the Sinngedichte 
of Friedrich von Logau. 
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Most wondrous their upspringing, in the dust of the 
Grinding- Mills, 

And rare beyond the telling the fragrance each 
distils. 

Some grow up tall and stately, and some grow 
sweet and small, 

But Life out of Death is in each one—with purpose 
grow they all. 


For that dust is God’s own garden, and the Lord 
Christ tends it fair, 

With oh, such loving kindliness! and oh, such 
patient care ! 

In sorrow the seeds are planted, they are watered 
with bitter tears, 

But their roots strike down to the Water-Springs and 
the Sources of the Years. 


These flowers of Christ’s own providence, they wither 
not nor die, 

But flourish fair, and fairer still, through all eternity. 

In the Dust-of the Mills and in travail the amaranth 
seeds are sown, 

But the Flowers in their full beauty climb the Pillars 
of the Throne. 


WHIRRING WHEELS 


Lord, when on my bed I lie, 
Sleepless, unto Thee I’ll cry ; 

When my brain works overmuch, 
Stay the wheels with Thy soft touch. 


Just a quiet thought of Thee, 
And of Thy sweet charity,— 
Just a little prayer, and then 
I will turn to sleep again. 
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EVERYMAID 


King’s Daughter !— 
Wouldst thou be all fair, 
Without—within— 
Peerless and beautiful, 
A very Queen? 


Know then :— 
Not as men build unto the Silent One,— 
With clang and clamour, 
Traffic of rude voices, 
Clink of steel] on stone, 
And din of hammer ;— 
Not so the temple of thy grace is reared. 
But,—in the inmost shrine 
Must thou begin, . 
And build with care 
A Holy Place, 
A place unseen, 
Each stone a prayer. 
Then, having built, 
Thy shrine sweep bare 
Of self and sin, 
And all that might demean ; 
And, with endeavour, 
Watching ever, praying ever, 
Keep it fragrant-sweet, and clean : 
So, by God’s grace, it be fit place,— 
His Christ shall enter and shall dwell therein. 
Not as in earthly fane—where chase 
Of steel on stone may strive to win 
Some outward grace,— 
Thy temple face is chiselled from within. 
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WANDERED 


The wind blows shrill along the hill, 
— Black ws the night and cold— 
The sky hangs low with its weight of snow, 
And the drifts are deep on the wold. 
But what care I for wind or snow ? 
And what eare I for the cold? 
Oh . . . where is my lamb— 
My one ewe lamb— 
That strayed from the fold 2 


The beasts are safely gathered in, 
—Black is the night and cold — | 
They are snug and warm, and safe from harm, 
In stall and byre and fold. 
And the dogs and I, by the blazing fire, 
Care nought for the snow and the cold. 

Oh . . . where is my lamb— 

My one ewe lamb— 

That strayed from the fold ? 


The barns are bursting with their store 
Of grain like yellow gold ; 

A full, fat year has brought good cheer, 
— Black is the night and cold— 


But . . . What care I for teeming barns ? 
And what care | for gold? . 
Oh . . . where is my lamb— 


My one ewe lamb— 
That strayed from the fold ? 


In the great kitchen, maids and men, 
—Black is the night and cold— 
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Laugh loud and long, with jest and song, 
And merry revel hold. if 
Let them laugh and sing, let them have their 
fling, 
But for me—I am growing old. 
Oh . . . where is my lamb— 
° My one ewe lamb— 
That strayed from the fold ? 


The old house moans, and sighs and groans, 
— Black is the night and cold— 
We have seen brave times, you and I, old friend, 
But now—we are growing old. 
We have stood foursquare to many a storm, 
But now—we are growing old. 
Oh . . . where is my lamb— 
My one ewe lamb— 
ss That strayed from the fold ? 


Her mother sleeps on the hill out there, 
—Black is the night and cold— 

She is free from care, she is happier there, 
Beneath the warm brown mould. 

And I’ve sometimes hoped they may have met, 
' And the end of the tale be told. 

Ah... where is our lamb— 

Our one ewe lamb— 


That strayed from the fold ? 


Was that a branch that shed its load ? 
—Black is the mght and cold— 
Or—was it a footstep in the snow— 
A timid footstep—halting, slow ? 
Ah me! I am getting old ! 
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Is that a tapping—soft and low ? 
Can it be... I thought I heard . . . but no, 
"Twas only a branch that shed its snow,— 
God’s truth! I am getting old! 

For I thought . . . maybe 

It was my lamb 

Come home again to the fold. 


Dear Lord !—a hand at the frozen pane ! 
—Whate on the night's black cold-— 
O my lamb! my lamb! are you come again? 
My dear lost lamb, are you come again ? 
Are you come again to the fold ? 
Itis! ... Itis! ... Now I thank Thee,. Lord, 
For Thy Mercies manifold ! 

She ws come again / 

She is home again ! 


My lamb that strayed from the fold ! 


BURDEN-BEARERS 


Burden-bearers are we all, 

Great and small. 

Burden-sharers be ye all, 

Great and small! 

Where another shares the load, 

Two draw nearer God. 

Yet there are burdens we can share with none, | 
Save God ; ; 

And paths remote where we must walk alone, 
With God ; 

For lonely burden and for path apart— 
Thank God ! 

If these but serve to bring the burdened heart 


To God. 
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NIGHTFALL 


Fold up the tent ! 
The sun is in the West. 
To-morrow my untented soul will range 
Among the blest. 
And I am well content, 
For what is sent, is sent, 


And God knows best. 


Fold up the tent, 
And speed the parting guest ! 
The night draws on, though night and day are one 
On this long quest. 
This house was only lent 
For my apprenticement— 
What is, is.best. 


Fold up the tent! 

Its slack ropes all undone, 

Its pole all broken, and its cover rent,— 

Its work is done. 
But mine—tho’ spoiled and spent 
Mine earthly tenement— 
Is but begun. 


Fold up the tent! 

Its tenant would be gone, 

To fairer skies than mortal eyes 

May look upon. 
All that I loved has passed, 
And left me at the last 
Alone !—alone ! 

13 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


Fold up the tent ! 
Above the mountain's crest, 
I hear a clear voice calling, calling clear,— 
“Torest! To rest!” 
And I am glad to go, 
For the sweet oil is low, 
And rest is best! 


THE INN OF LIFE 


As it was in the Beginning, — 
Is Now,— 
And. cn 


Anno Domini I. 


“No room! 
No room ! 
The Inn is full, 
Yea—overfull. 
No room have we 
For such as ye— 
Poor folk of Galilee,— 


Pass on! Pass on!’ 


« Nay then !— 
Your charity 
Will ne’er deny 
Some corner mean, 
Where she may lie unseen. 
For see !— 
Her time is nigh.” 


“« Alack! And she 
So young and fair! 
Place have we none ; 
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And yet—how bid ye gone? 
Stay then !—out there 
Among the beasts 

Ye may find room, 

And eke a truss 

To lie upon.” 


Anno Domini 1913, etc., etc. 
«No room ! 

No room ! 

No room for Thee, 

Thou Man of Galilee! 

The house is full, 

Yea, overfull. 

There is no room for Thee,— 
Pass on! Pass on! 


Nay—see ! 

The place is packed. 
We scarce have room 
For our own selves, 

So how shall we 

Find room for Thee, 
Thou Man of Galilee,— 


Pass on! Pass on! 


But—if Thou shouldst 
This way again, 
And we can find 
So much as one small corner 
Free from guest, 
Not then in vain 
Thy quest. 
But now— 
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The house is full. 


Pass on !” 


Christ passes 

On His ceaseless quest, 
Nor will He rest 

With any, 

Save as Chiefest Guest. 


SHADOWS 


Shadows are but for the moment— 
Quickly past ; 

And then the sun the brighter shines 
That it was overcast, 


For Light is Life ! 

Gracious and sweet, ; 

The fair life-giving sun doth scatter blessings 
With his light and heat, — 

And shadows. 

But the shadows that come of the life-giving sun 
Crouch at his feet. 


No mortal life but has its shadowed times— 
Not one! . 

Life without shadow could not taste the full 
Sweet glory of the sun. 


No shadow falls, but there, behind it, stands 
The Light. 
Behind the wrongs and sorrows of life’s troublous 
ways 
Stands Rieu. 
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SARK 


Pearl Iridescent ! Pearl of the sea! 
Shimmering, glimmering Pearl of the sea! 
White in the sun-flecked Silver Sea, 
White in the moon-decked Silver Sea, 
White in the wrath of the Silver Sea,— 
Pearl of the Silver Sea ! 
Lapped in the smile of the Silver Sea, 
Ringed in the foam of the Silver Sea, 
Glamoured in mists of the Silver Sea,— 
Pear] of the Silver Sea! 


Glancing and glimmering under the sun, 

Jewel and casket all in one, 

Joy supreme of the sun’s day-dream, 

Soft in the gleam of the golden beam,— 
Pearl of the Silver Sea! 

Spendour of Hope in the rising sun, 

Glory of Love in the noonday sun,— 

Wonder of Faith in the setting sun,— 
Pear] of the Silver Sea! 


Gaunt and grim to the outer world, 
Jewel and casket all impearled 
With the kiss of the Silver Sea !— 
With the flying kiss of the Silver Sea, 
With the long sweet kiss of the Silver Sea, 
With the rainbow kiss of the Silver Sea,— 
Pearl of the Silver Sea! 

And oh the sight,—the wonderful sight, 
When calm and white, in the mystic light 
Of her quivering pathway, broad and bright, 
The Queen of the Night, in silver dight, 
Sails over the Silver Sea ! 
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Wherever I go, and wherever I be, 

The joy and the longing are there with me,— 
The gleam and the glamour come back to me— 
In a mystical rapture there comes to me, 

The call of the Silver Sea! 

As needle to pole is my heart to thee, 

Pearl of the Silver Sea ! 


THE POTTER 


A Potter, playing with his lump of clay, 
Fashioned an image of supremest worth. 
“ Never was nobler image made on earth, 
Than this that I have fashioned of my clay. 
And I, of mine own skill, did fashion it,— 
I—from this lump of clay.” 


The Master, looking out on Pots and Men, 
Heard his vain boasting, smiled at that he said. 
“ The clay is Mine, and I the Potter made, 
As I made all things,—stars, and clay, and men. 
In what does this man overpass the rest ? 
—Be thou as other men !” 


He touched the Image,—and it fell to dust, 

He touched the Potter,—he to dust did fall. 
Gently the Master,—‘“ I ded make them all,— 
All things and men, heaven’s glories, and the dust. 
Who mith Me works shall quicken death itself, 
Without Me—dust is dust.” 
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THE WORD THAT WAS LEFT UNSAID 


“A red rose for my helmet, 
And a word before we part ! 
The rose shall be my oriflamme, 
The word shall fill my heart.”’ 
Heart, Heart, Heart of my heart— 
Just a look, just a word and a look ! 
A look or a sign that my love shall divine, 
And a word for my hungering heart ! 


She toyed with his love and her roses ; 
Was it mischief or mischance ?— 
She dropped him a rose—’twas a white one, 
And he lifted it on his lance. 
Heart, Heart, Heart of my heart ! 
Is it thus—is tt thus we part ? 
With never a look, and never a sign, 
Nor a word for my hungering heart ! 


_ She sought him among the dying, 
She found him among the dead ; 
And the rose was still in his helmet, 
But his life had stained it red. 

Heart, Heart, Heart of my heart ! 
Now my heart nithin me is dead. 
And alack for the look ! 

And alas for the sign ! 

And the word that was left unsard ! 
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THE SHADOW 


Shapeless and grim, 

A Shadow dim 

O’erhung the ways, 

And darkened all my days. 
And all who saw, 

With bated breath, 

Said, “ It is Death !” 


And I, in weakness 
Slipping towards the Night, 
In sore affright 

Looked up. And lo !— 

No Spectre grim, 

But just a dim 

Sweet face, 

A sweet high mother-face, 
A face like Christ’s Own Mother’s face, 
Alight with tenderness 

And grace. 


“Thou art not Death!” I cried ;— 

For Life’s supremest fantasy 

Had never thus envisaged Death to me ;-— 
‘*Thou art not Death,—the End!” 


In accents winning, 

Came the answer,—“ Friend, 
There is no Death / 
T am the Beginning, 
—Not the End /” 
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SEEDS 


What shall we be like when 

We cast this earthly body and attain 
To immortality ? 

What shall we be like then? 


Ah, who shall say 
What vast expansions shall be ours that day? 
What transformations of this house of clay, 


To fit the heavenly mansions and the light of day? 
Ah, who shall say ? 


But this we know,— 

We drop a seed into the ground, 

A tiny, shapeless thing, shrivelled and dry, 
And, in the fulness of its time, is seen 

A form of peerless beauty, robed and crowned 
Beyond the pride of any earthly queen, 
Instinct with loveliness, and sweet and rare, 
The perfect emblem of its Maker’s care. 


This from a shrivelled seed ?>— 
—Then may man hope indeed ! 


For man is but the seed of what he shall be, 
When, in the fulness of his perfecting, 
He drops the husks and cleaves his upward way, 
Through earth’s retardings and the clinging clay, 
Into the sunshine of God’s perfect day. 
No fetters then! No bonds of time or space ! 
But powers as ample as the boundless grace 
That suffered man, and death, and yet, in tenderness, 
Set wide the door, and passed Himself before— 
As He had promised—to prepare a place. 
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Yea, we may hope! 

For we are seeds, 

Dropped into earth for heavenly blossoming. 
Perchance, when comes the time of harvesting, 
His loving care 

May find some use for even a humble tare. 


We know not what we shall be—only this— 
That we shall be made like Him—as He is. 


BETTER AND BEST 


Better in bitterest agony to lie, 

Before Thy throne, 

Than through much increase to be lifted up on 
high, 


And stand alone. 


Better by one sweet soul, constant and true, 
To be beloved, 
Than all the kingdoms of delight to trample through, 


Unloved, unloved. 


Yet best—the need that broke me at Thy feet, 
In voiceless prayer, 

And cast my chastened heart, a sacrifice complete, 
Upon Thy care. 


For all the world is nought, and less than nought, 

Compared with this, — 

That my dear Lord, with His own life, my ransom 
bought, 

And I am His. 
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THE WAYS 


To every man there openeth 

A Way, and Ways, and a Way. 

And the High Soul climbs the High Way, 
And the Low Soul gropes the Low, 

And in between, on the misty flats, 

The rest drift to and fro. 

But to every man there openeth 

A High Way, and a Low, 

And every man decideth 

The Way his soul shall go. 


E. A., NOV. 6, 1900 


Bright stars of Faith and Hope, her eyes 
Shall shine for us through all the years. 
For all her life was Love, and fears 

Touch not the love that never dies. 


And Death itself, to her, was but 

The wider opening of the door 

That had been opening, more and more, 
Through all her life, and ne’er was shut. 


—And never shall be shut. She left 
The door ajar for you and me, 
And, looking after her, we see 

The glory shining through the cleft. 


And when our own time comes,—again 
We'll meet her face to face ;—again 
We'll see the star-shine ; and again 

She’ll greet us with her soft, “ Come ben !”’ 
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THE GATE 
“A little child shall lead them.” 


I trod an arduous way, but came at last 

To where the city walls rose fair and white 

Above the darkening plain—a goodly sight. 

And eagerly, while yet a great way off, 

My eyes did seek the Gates—the Great White Gates 
That close not ever, day or night, but stand 

Wide as the love of Christ that opened them. 

But nought could I discern of gate or breach, 

The wall stood flawless far as eye could reach. 


But when I drew in closer to the wall, 

I saw a lowly portal, strait and small ; 

So small, a man might hardly enter there, 

Low-browed and shadowed, and close-pressed to 
earth— 

A very needle’s eye—scarce visible. 

I looked and wondered. Could this trivial way 

Be the sole entrance to the light of day ? 

And as I stood perplext, a clear voice cried,— 

“Come! Enterin! The Gate ts open wide.” 


And while I stood in doubt, there came along 

One of earth’s mighty ones—a conqueror 

Of Kings. He looked for gates that should swing 
wide 

To meet his high estate and welcome him. 


He stood and gazed, then raised his voice and cried, 
‘‘My work on earth is done. I would within.’ 
And from the City wall the voice replied, — 
‘Come! Enter in! The Gate as open wide.” 
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He stood perplext, then set himself to wait, 
Till Might should help him to discern the Gate. 


Another came,—a man of mind so rare, 

He scarce had breathed the common earthly air. 
Knowledge was his, and wisdom so profound, 

All things he knew in heaven and earth. No bound 
To his accomplishment, until he sought 

The great wide-opened Gate,—and found it not. 
He stood perplext, and then cried wearily, 

«Pray give me entrance. I am done with earth.” 
And from the City wall the clear voice cried, 

© Come! Enterin! The Gate is open wide.” 

He looked in vain, then set himself to wait, 

Till Wisdom should direct him to the gate. 


I saw a woman come, noble and fair, 

And pure of heart, and in her goodly deeds 
More richly robed than Fashion’s fairest queen. 
And to myself I said,—“ Surely for her 

A way will open that she may go in?” 

She said no word, but stood and looked upon 
The shining walls, with eyes that answering shone. 
And from the City wall the clear voice cried— 
“Come! Enterin! The Gate is open wide.” 
She looked in vain, then set herself to wait, 
Till Love should help her to discern the Gate. 


And one there came, with clear keen face—a Judge 
Of men on earth, and famed for fearless truth. 
His robes were stainless and his heart was clean. 
« Kntrance I crave,” he cried, “ to well-earned rest,— 
And mercy-tempered justice and no more.” 
And from the City wall the clear voice cried, 
“Come! Enterin! The Gate is open mide.” 
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He looked in vain, then set himself to wait, 
Till Judgment should direct him to the Gate. 


And one there came, sad-eyed, his brow still raw 
From pressure of an earthly crown, He too 
Sought glorious entrance through wide-opened gates, 
And stood perplext. He had borne well his part, 
And served his people and his God, and died 

The Martyr’s death, and yet he found no gate. 

“I fain would rest,” he cried. “My life has been 
One ceaseless striving. I would enter in.” 

And from the City wall the clear voice cried— 
“Come! Enterin! The Gate is open nide.” 
Perplext he stood, then set himself to wait, 

Till Patient Waiting should discern the Gate. 


And one who had had riches beyond most, 

And yet subserved them to his Master’s good, 
Came searching for the heavenly gates, and stood 
Amazed to find no opening in the walls. 

“T gave of all I had,” he cried, “ and held 
Nought as my own,—yet entrance is denied.” 
And from the City wall the clear voice cried— 
“Come! Enter in! The Gate is open nide.”’ 

He stood perplext, then set himself to wait, 

Till Charity should point him to the Gate. 


And many more there were who entrance craved, 

And sought the Great White Gates, and stood 
perplext. 

And ever, from within, the clear voice cried— 

“Come! Enterin! The Gate is open mide.” 

They sought in vain, and set themselves to wait, 

_ Till Light was given them to discern the Gate. 
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And then—a child in white came carolling 

Along the arduous road we all had trod. 

He stopped and looked, then laughed with childish 
glee,— 

““ Why watt ye here without 2. Come, follow me !” — 

And passed, searce bending, through the lowly door,— 

We heard his singing,—him we saw no more. 


The woman stooped and looked, with eyes that shone, 
Into the doorway where the child had gone ; 

Then loosed her robes and dropped, and in a shift 
Of pure white samite, on her hands and knees 

She crept into the doorway and was gone, 

And we stood gazing at the way she went. 


And, one by one they followed. First the Judge 

Laid by his robes, and bowed him to the ground, 

And followed—where the little child had led. 

And he whose brow had borne that weighty crown 

Bent low and followed,—where the little child had 
led. 

And he who knew so much of earthly things 

Discarded them, and, on his hands and knees, 

Crept through the doorway,—where the little child 
had led. 

And he of riches laid him in the dust 

And followed,—where the little child had led. 

And, last of all, the War Lord cast aside 

His victor’s wreaths, and all his pomp and pride, 

And followed,—where the little child had led. 

And, groping through my fears, I bowed my head 

And followed, —where the little child had led. 
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QUO VADIS? 


Peter, outworn, 

And menaced by the sword, 
Shook off the dust of Rome ; 
And, as he fled, 

Met one, with eager face, 
Hastening cityward. 

And, to his vast amaze, 

It was the Lord. 


“ Lord, whither goest Thou ?” 
He cried, importunate ; 
And Christ replied,— 
“ Peter, I suffer loss. 
I go to take thy place, 
To bear thy cross.” 


Then Peter bowed his head, 
Discomforted ; 

There, at the Master’s feet, 
Found grace complete, 

And courage, and new faith, 
And turned—with Him, 
“To Death. 


So we,— 
Whene’er we fail 
Of our full duty, 
Cast on Him our load,— 
On Him who suffered sore for us, 
On Him who frail flesh wore for us, 
On Him who all things bore for us,— 
On Christ, The Lord. 
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THE HUNGRY SEA 


Down to the sea, the hungry sea, 

O the sea is hungry ever / 
Seeking food for the bairns and me, 
Seeking food in the hungry sea ; 

O the sea is hungry ever ! 


My man and my lad—their bones are white, 
O the sea is hungry ever / 

Into the maw of the grim black night, 

Their hearts were bold and their faces bright ; 
O the sea ts hungry ever ! 


The sun was red and the clouds were black, 
O the sea is hungry ever / 

And the sky was heavy with flying wrack, 

When forth they fared,—and they came not back 
O the sea is hungry ever ! 


Forth they fared, and they came not back, 
O the sea ts hungry ever / 

O, I fear the sea, and I hate the sea, 

That took my man and my lad from me ; 
O the sea ts hungry ever ! 


THE IRON FLAIL 


Time beats out all things with his iron flail, 
Things great, things small. 

With steady strokes that never fail, 

With slow, sure strokes of his iron flail, 
Time beats out all. 
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GIANT CIRCUMSTANCE 


Though every nerve be strained 
To fine accomplishment, 

Full oft the life falls spent 
Before the prize is gained. 

And, in our discontent 

At waste so evident, 

In doubt and vast discouragement 
We wonder what is meant, 

But, tracing back, we find 

A Power that held the ways— 

A Mighty Hand, a Master Mind, 
That all the troubled course defined, 
And overruled the days. 

Some call it Fate ; some—Chance ; 
Some—Giant Circumstance ; 

And some, upreaching to the sense 
Of God within the circumstance, 

Do call it— Providence ! 


TAMATE ? 


Great-Heart ts dead, they say,— 
Great-Heart the Teacher, 
Great-Heart the Joyous, 

Great- Heart the Fearless, 
Great-Heart the Martyr, 
Great-Heart of Sweet White Fire. 


1 ««Tamate’’ was the natives’ name for James Chalmers, the 
great missionary of the South Seas, martyred on the Fly River, 
New Guinea, in 1901. 
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Great-Heart 1s dead, they say,— 
Fighting the fight, 
Holding the Light, 
Into the night. 
Great-Heart is dead, they say.— 
But the Light shall burn the brighter, 
And the night shall be the lighter, 
For his going ; 
And a rich, rich harvest for his sowing. 


Great-Heart is dead, they say /— 

What is death to such an one as Great-Heart? 
One sigh, perchance, for work unfinished here ;— 
Then a swift passing to a mightier sphere, 
New joys, perfected powers, the vision clear, 
And all the amplitude of heaven to work 
The work he held so dear. 


Great-Heart 1s dead, say they ? ) 
Nor dead nor sleeping! He lives on! His name 
Shall kindle many a heart to equal flame. 
The fire he lighted shall burn on and on, 
Till all the darkness of the lands be gone, 
And all the kingdoms of the earth be won, 
And one. 


A soul so fiery sweet can never die, 
But lives and loves and works through all eternity. 


BIDE A WEE! 


Though the times be dark and dreary, 
Though the way be long, 

Keep your spirits bright and cheery,— 
-— Bide a wee, and dinna weary !” 
Is a heartsome song. 
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THE GOLDEN ROSE 


The Golden Rose is blowing still, 
Is growing still, is glowing still, 
In lowly vale, on lordly hill, 
The Golden Rose is blowing still ;— 
If only you can find it ! 


The Golden Rose still breaks and blows, 
Still breaks and blows, still gleams and glows, 
Mid icy blasts, and wintry snows, 
The Golden Rose still breaks and blows ;— 
Search well and you may find it! 


The Golden Rose can never die, 
Tis grafted on Eternity ; 

In hearts that Love doth glorify, 

The Golden Rose can never die,— 
Mav it be yours to find it ! 


GADARA, a.p. 31 
Rabbi, begone! Thy powers 


Bring loss to us and ours. 

Our ways are not as Thine. 

Thou lovest men, we—swine. 

Oh, get you hence, Omnipotence, 

And take this fool of Thine ! 

His soul? What care we for his soul ? 

What good to us that Thou hast made him whole, 
Since we have lost our swine ? 


And Christ went sadly. 

He had wrought for them a sign 

Of Love, and Hope, and Tenderness divine ; 
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They wanted—swine. 

Christ stands without your door and gently knocks ; 
But if your gold, or swine, the entrance blocks, 
He forces no man’s hold— He will depart, 

And leave you to the treasures of your heart. 


No cumbered chamber will the Master share, 
But one swept bare 

By cleansing fires, then plenished fresh and fair 
With meekness, and humility, and prayer. 
There will He come, yet, coming, even there 
He stands and waits, and will no entrance win 
Until the latch be lifted from within. 


WEAVERS ALL 


Warp and Woof and Tangle,— 
Weavers of Webs are we, 

Living and dying—and mightier dead, 

For the shuttle, once sped, is sped—is sped ;— 
Weavers of Webs are we. 


White, and Black, and Hodden-gray,— 
Weavers of Webs are we. 

To every weaver one golden strand 

Is given in trust by the Master-Hand ;— 
Weavers of Webs are we. 


And that we weave, we know not,— 

Weavers of Webs are we. 
The threads we see, but the pattern is known 
To the Master-Weaver alone, alone ; 

Weavers of Webs are we. 
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THE PASSING OF THE QUEEN, 
JANUARY, 1901 


Hark! The drums ! Muffled drums / 
The long low ruffle of the drums !— 
And every head is bowed, 
In the vast expectant crowd, 
As the Great Queen comes,— 
By the way she knew so well, 
Where our cheers were wont to swell, 
As we tried in vain to tell 
Of our love unspeakable. 
Now she comes 
To the rolling of the drums, 
And the slow sad tolling of the bell. 
Let every head be bowed, 
In the silent waiting crowd, 
As the Great Queen comes, 
To the slow sad ruffle of the drums ! 


Who is this that comes, 
To the rolling of the drums, 
In the sorrowful great silence of the peoples ? 
Take heart of grace, 
She is not here 
The Great Queen is not here! 
What most in her we did revere,— 
The lofty spirit, white and clear, 
The tender love that knew no fear, 
The soul sincere,— 
These come not here, 
To the rolling of the drums, 
In the silence and the sorrow of the peoples. 
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In her. Love cannot die. 
Who reigns in every heart 
Hath emmortality. 

So, though our heads are bent, 

Our hearts are jubilant, 

As she comes,—- 

As a conqueror she comes— 

With the rolling of the drums, 

To the stateliest of her homes, 

In the hearts of her true and faithful peoples. 
For the great Queen lives for ever 
In the hearts of those who love her. 


THE GOLDEN CORD 


Through every minute of this day, 
Be with me, Lord ! 

Through every day of all this week, 
Be with me, Lord ! 

Through every week of all this year, 
Be with me, Lord! 

Through all the years of all this life, 
Be with me, Lord! 

So shall the days and weeks and years 

Be threaded on a golden cord, 

And all draw on with sweet accord 

Unto Thy fulness, Lord, 

That so, when time is past, 

By Grace, I may at last, 
Be with Thee, Lord. 
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THANK GOD FOR PEACE! JUNE, 1902 


Thank God for Peace ! 

Up to the sombre sky 

Rolled one great thankful sigh, 

Rolled one great gladsome ery— 

The soul’s deliverance of a mighty people. 
Thank God for Peace ! 


The long-low-hanging war-cloud rolled away, 

And night glowed brighter than the brightest day. 
For Peace is light, 

And War is grimmer than the Night. 


Thank God for Peace ! 

Great ocean, was your mighty calm unstirred, 

As through your depths, unseen, unheard, 

Sped on its way the glorious word 

That called a weary nation to ungird, 

And sheathed once more the keen, reluctant sword ? 


Thank God for Peace ! 

The word came to us as we knelt in prayer 

That wars might cease. 

Peace found us on our knees, and prayer for Peace 
Was changed to prayer of deepest thankfulness. 
We knelt in war, we rose in Peace to bless 

Thy grace, Thy care, Thy tenderness. 


Thank God for Peace ! 
No matter now the rights and wrongs of it ; 
You fought us bravely, and we fought you fair! 
The fight is done. Grip hands! No malice bear ! 
We greet you, brothers, to the nobler strife 
Of building up the newer, larger life ! 
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Join hands! Join hands! Ye nations of the stock ! 

And make henceforth a mighty Trust for Peace ;— 

A great enduring peace that shall withstand 

The shocks of time and circumstance ; and every 
land 

Shall rise and bless you—and shall never cease 

To bless you—for that glorious gift of Peace. 


STEPHEN— SAUL 


Stephen, who died while I stood by consenting, 
Wrought in his death the making of a life, 

Bruised one hard heart to thought of swift repenting, 
Fitted one fighter for a nobler strife. 


Stephen, the Saint, triumphant and forgiving, 
Prayed while the hot blows beat him to the 
earth. 
Was that adying? Rather was it living !— 
Through his soul’s travail my soul came to birth. 


Stephen, the Martyr, full of faith and fearless, 
Smiled when his bruised lips could no longer 
geal eg 
Smiled with a courage undismayed and peerless, — 
Smiled!—and that smile is with me, night and 
day. 


O, was it J that stood there, all consenting ? 
f—at whose feet the young men’s clothes were 
laid ? . 
Was it my will that wrought that hot tormenting? 
My heart that boasted over Stephen, dead? 
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Yes, it was I, And sore to me the telling. 
Yes, it was I. And thought of it has been 

God’s potent spur my whole soul’s might compelling 
These outer darknesses for Him to win. 


PAUL 


Bond-slave to Christ, and in my bonds rejoicing, 
Earmarked to Him I counted less than nought ; 
His man henceforward, eager to be voicing 
That wondrous Love which Saul the Roman 
sought, — 


Sought him and found him, working bitter ‘sorrow ; 
Found him and claimed him, chose him for his 
own ; 
Bound him in darkness, till the glorious morrow 
Unsealed his eyes to that he had not known. 


GOD IS GOOD 


I faced a future all unknown, 

No opening could I see, 

I heard without the night wind moan, 
The ways were dark to me,— 

“‘T cannot face it all alone ; 

O be Thou near to me!” 


I had done sums, and sums, and sums, 
Inside my aching head. 

I’d tried in vain to pierce the glooms 
That lay so thick ahead. 

But two and two will not make five, 
Nor will do when I’m dead. 
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And then I thought of Him who fed 
Five thousand hungry men, 

With five small casual loaves of bread,— 
Would He were here again !— 

Dear God! hast Thou still miracles 

For the troubled sons of men ? 


He has, He will, He worketh still, 

In ways most wonderful. 

He drew me from the miry clay, 

He filled my cup quite full. 

And while my heart can speak I'll tell 
His love unspeakable. 


“Rest in the Lord !”—I saw it there, 
On the tablets of the night. 

And, comforted, I dropped my care 
Where burdens have no weight. 
Then, trustfully, I turned and slept, 
And woke, and it was light. 


God works to-day as He did of old 

For the lightening of men’s woes. 

His wonders never can be told, 

His goodness no man knows, — 

His Love, His Power, His Tenderness,— 
Nor shall do till life’s close. 


His kindness is so very great, 

His greatness is so good. 

He looks upon my low estate, 

He gives me daily food. 

And nothing is too small for Him,— 
Yes, truly! God is good. 
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THE BALLAD OF LOST SOULS 


With the thirty pieces of silver, 

They bought the Potter’s Field ; 

For none would have the blood-money 
And the interest it might yield. 


The Place of Blood for the Price of Blood, 
And that was meet, I ween, 
For there they would bury the dead who died 


In frowardness and sin. 


And the first man they would bury there 
Was Judas Iscariot ; 

And that was as dreadful a burying 

As ever was, I wot. 


For the sick earth would not keep him ; 
Each time it thrust him out, 

And they that would have buried him 
Stood shuddering round about. 


And others they would bury 

In that unhallowed spot, 

But honest earth would none of them, 
Because of Iscariot. 


And oh, it was a fell, fell place, 

With dead black trees all round, 

And a quag that boiled and writhed and coiled 
Where had been solid ground. 


For every tree that stood there, 
And the green grass every blade, 
Shrivelled and died on every side, 
Whenever the price was paid. 
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And in despair they left him there, 

And there his body lay, 

Till his sad soul came, all black with shame, 
And carried it away. 


And those denied a sepulture 

In that most dismal spot, 

Gibbered and flew, a ghastly crew, 
Incensed with rage, that grew and grew, 
Against Iscariot. 


For their souls were all in torment, 
While their bodies uncovered lay, 
And never a moment’s rest was theirs, 


Either by night or day. 


That was a place of wailings, 

And the grisly things of Death,— 

The bare black arms of the trees above, 
And the black quag underneath. 


No light of the moon fell on it, 

Nor ever a star did shine 

On the quivering face of that dread place, 
Because of Iscariot’s sin. 


Then there came by the soul of Iscariot, 
The same who sold his Lord, 

And he dragged his body after him, 
But never spake a word. 


Since earth his body would not, 
He must drag it to and fro, 
He had tried in vain to be quit of it, 
But it would not let him go. 
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So the soul of Judas Iscariot 

Came by the Potter’s Field, 

And there the ill his deed had wrought 
Was unto him revealed. 


And when the others saw him, 
They leaped at him eagerly ;— 
«This is he for whom we suffer ! 


—’Tis he! ’Tishe! .’Tis he!’ ‘ 


Then all afire with mad desire, 

They chased him through the dark, 
And each soul carried his dead bodie, 
Grim, and stiff, and stark. 


They struck at him with their bodies, 
They cursed him for his sin, 

They made to tear his dumb soul there, 
With their fingers long and lean, 


And Judas fled in his horror, 
With that fell crew behind, 

And as they sped the people said 
Death rode upon the wind. 


They chased him near, they chased him far, 
Because of his treachery, 

And ever he just escaped their lust, 

And ever they were nigh. 


They chased him near, they chased him far, 
And ever they were nigh, 
And never a star shone out on them 
Out of the cold black sky. © 
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And as they sped by Calvary, 

There were empty crosses three, 

And on the ground, below — mound, 
Lay one in agony. 


“ Three times I swore I knew him not, 
And then—he looked on me ;— 

Ah, such a look /—no harshest word 
Had ever proved so sharp a sword 
T'o my inconstancy. 


“ Three times I did deny Thee, Lord ! 
And yet, Thou couldst forgive, 

Now am I thine—in life, in death ; 
Thee mill I serve with every breath, 
While I have breath to give.” 


They sped by an open window, 
Where one knelt all alone ;— 

In great amaze, in greater grief, 
In woe that wrestled with belief, 
The Mother mourned her Son. 


«© My son, I knew thee more than man,— 
Ah me / and the heart of me / 

Yet, man in God, and God in man, 

Still wast thou part of me. 


Oxenham 


“ The nails through thy dear hands and feet, 


Ah me! they pierced my onn. 
The thorns that on thy brow they plied,— 
The spear they drove into thy side,— 
The pangs thy Godhead could not hide, — 
They pierced me, too, my son. 
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“ My son! My son! My more than son, 
My heart is full for thee / 

Yet, tho’ I know thee so much more 

Than ever mortal man before,— 

Yea, tho’ I worship and adore,— 

Woe’s me !—and the heart of me !” 


And ever they came by the Potter’s Field, 
And thrust their bodies in, 

And ever the sick earth spat them out, 
Because of Iscariot’s sin. 


They sped along a palace-wall, 

The feast waxed high inside,— 

On Golgotha the Cross still stood, 

The Cross where man had nailed his God, 
Red was the Rood still with his blood, — 
They drank—“ The Crucified !”’ 


The revel gashed the sombre night, 

And fast the wine-cups plied,— 

Time touched Eternity that day ;— 

God had come down to man that day ;— 
The world began anew that day ;— 
They drank—*“ The Crucified !”’ 


And ever again to the Potter’s Field, 

The Souls in torment came, 

But the black quag boiled and writhed and coiled, 
And would have none of them. 


And everywhere strange shapes of death 
Walked in the fearsome gloom, 
For that last cry from Calvary 
Had rent in twain the Temple vail, 
And burst the Gates of Doom. 
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Through all the startled city, walked 
The saints that had been dead, 

And to the sorrowful in heart 

Holy comfort ministréd. 


And when they met Iscariot, 

Sore hounded in the chase, 

They cried to him, for the Love of God, 
To seek God’s grace. 


And ever to the Field of Death, 

The souls in torment came, 

Seeking the rest of the Blesséd Dead, — 
But Earth would none of them. 


And as they whirled through a garden, 
They came on an empty tomb, 

The stone was gone, a soft light shone 
Full softly on the gloom, 


Bright was that Light, and wondrous bright, 
*T was brighter than the sun ; 

As then it shone, so shines it now, 

And shall when Time is done. 


And all along the pathway 

Was a track of throbbing light ; 

Where the Christ had gone his footsteps shone 
Like stars in a velvet night. 


’Twas the spent soul of Iscariot 
Was like the wind-blown dust, 
As nearer still, and near, and near, 
He bent and crept, in doubt, and fear, 
He came because he must. 
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’Twas the sick soul of Iscariot 

That drew from out the night, 

And the full of his sin was known to him 
In the Shining of the Light. 


In the rim of the Light he laid him, 
Repented of his sin. 

“© T wotted not! TI wotted not ! 

Dear Master, take me in !” 


And as he lay there sorrowing, 

Up came the felon crew. 

They flailed him with their dead bodys, 
They heeded not his rue. 


They flailed him with their dead bodys, 
He heeded not their spleen. 

“I wotted not! TI wotted not ! 

Dear Master, take me in /” 


And then . . . a Vision and a Voice,— 
And the Word Made Manifest,— 

“* Lay down thy load where I abode, 

And I will give thee rest ! 


« And ye,—no more hunt Iscariot ! 
He repents him of his sin. 

And never a soul that repenteth 
But he may enter in. 


_ This Day the Door is opened 
That shall never close again, 
And never a soul that would come in 
Shall seek to come in vain.” 
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So the dead soul of Iscariot 
Was born again that night ; 
For the Lord Christ came dead souls to claim 
And lead them into Light. 


And the souls of the unburied, 
When they looked upon His face, 
Were cleansed of sin and entered in 
To His redeeming grace. 


So, by that wonderful great Love 
Which highest heaven extols,— 

To Mother Earth their dead bodys, 
And unto Christ their souls. 


THE PRINCE OF LIFE 


O, Prince of Life, Thy Life hath tuned 
All life to sweeter, loftier grace ! 

Life’s common rounds have wider bounds, 
Since Thou hast trod life’s common ways. 


O, Heart of Love! Thy Tenderness 
Still runs through life’s remotest vein ; 
And lust and greed and soulless creed 
Shall never rule the world again. 


O Life of Love !—The Good Intent 

Of God to man made evident,— 

All down the years, despite men’s fears, 
Thy Power is still omnipotent. 


O Life! O Love! O Living Word !— 

Rent Vail, revealing God to man,— 

Help, Lord! Lest I should crucify, 

By thought or deed, Thy Love again. 
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THE LONG ROAD 


Long the road, 

Till Love came down it! 
Dark the life, 

Till Love did crown it! 
Dark the life, 

And long the road, 
Till Love came 

To share the load! 
For the touch 

Of Love transfigures 
All the road 

And all its rigours. 
Life and Death 

Love’s touch transfigures. 
Life and Death, 

And all that lies 
In between, 

Love sanctifies. 
Once the heavenly spark is lighted, 
Once in love two hearts united, 
Nevermore 

Shall aught that was be 
As before. 


THE CHRIST 


The good intent of God became the Christ, 

And lived on earth—the Living Love of God, 
That men might draw to closer touch with heaven, 
Since Christ in all the ways of man hath trod. 
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FREEMEN 


Let no man stand between my God and me ! 
I claim a Free man’s right 

Of intercourse direct with Him, 

Who gave me Freedom with the air and light. 
God made me free,— 

Let no man stand between 

Me and my liberty ! 


We need no voice to tell us God is Love.— 
' Have we not eyes to see, 

And minds to apprehend, and hearts 

That leap responsive to His Charity ? 
God’s gifts are free.— 

Let no man stand between 

Us and His liberty ! 


We need no hand to point the way to heaven, 
God’s heaven is here,—is there,— 

Man’s birthright, with the light and air,— 
«God is His own and best interpreter.” 

His ways are free.— 

Let no man stand between 

Us and His liberty ! 


Let no man strive to rob us of this right ! 
For this, from age to age, 

Our fathers did a mighty warfare wage, 

And, by God’s help, we’ll keep our heritage ! 
God says—‘‘ Be Free !”’ 

And we,— 

“ No MAN SHALL STAND BETWEEN 

Our Sons AnD Liserty!”’ 
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PROFIT AND LOSS 


Profit >—Loss ? 

Who shall declare this good—that ill P— 
When good and ill so intertwine 

But to fulfil the vast design 

Of an Omniscient Will ?— 

When seeming gain but turns to loss,— 
When earthly treasure proves but dross,— 
And what seemed loss but turns again 

To high, eternal gain? © 


Wisest the man who does his best, 
And leaves the rest 

To Him Who counts not deeds alone, 
But sees the root, the flower, the fruit, 
And calls them one. 


THE BELLS OF STEPAN ILINE 
(Cradle Song from ‘“ The Long Road ’’) 


Whisht, Baby ! Whisht ! 
Quick below the cover! 
Down into your nest, my bird ! 
And—don’t—you— dare—peep— over! 
For the grey wolves they are prowling, 
They are prowling, they are prowling. 
And the snow-wind it is howling, 
It is howling, it is howling. 
Hark !---- Hark!---- 
Out there in the dark— 
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Ah---ooh! Ah---ooh! 

S-s-s-s-s-seee - - 00 - - ooh ! 

The wolves they are lean, 

So-o-o lean, so-o-o lean ! 

And the wind it is keen, 

So-o-o keen, so-o-o0 keen ! 

And they seek little babies who aren't sleeping ! 
But lie you still, my Baby dear ! 

Lie still, lie still, and maybe you'll hear— 

Hark !---- Hark!-- -- 

Out there in the dark,— 

The silver bells and the golden bells, 

The swinging bells and the singing bells,— 
The bells that are heard but never are seen, 
The wind and the wolves, and the bells in between, — 
The bells of Iline, 

Good Stepan Lline,— 

The bells of good Stepan 

line ! 


BOLT THAT DOOR! 


Each sin has its door of entrance. 
Keep—that—door—closed ! 

Bolt it tight ! 

Just outside, the wild beast crouches 
In the night. 

Pin the bolt with a prayer, 

God will fix it there. 
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FAITH 


Lord, give me faith !—to live from day to day, 
With tranquil heart to do my simple part, 
And, with my hand in Thine, just go Thy way. 


Lord, give me faith !—to trust, if not to know ; 
With quiet mind in all things Thee to find, 
And, child-like, go where Thou wouldst have me go. 


Lord, give me faith !—to leave it all to Thee. 
The future is Thy gift, I would not lift 
The vail Thy love has hung ’twixt it and me. 


TW in 


Say once again Thy sweet ‘I will !” 
In answer to my prayers. 
‘ Lord, if Thou wilt ?”’— 
—<«T will! 


Rise up above thy cares !” 


THE DAY—THE WAY 


Not for one single day 
Can I discern my way, 
But this I surely know,— 
Who gives the day, 
Will show the way, 
So I securely go. 
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BRING US THE LIGHT 


I hear a clear voice calling, calling, 

Calling out of the night, _ 

O, you who live in the Light of Life, 
Bring us the Light ! 


We are bound in the chains of darkness, 

Our eyes received no sight, 

O, you who have never been bond or blind, 
Bring us the Light ! 


We live amid turmoil and horror, 

Where might is the only right, 

O, you to whom life is liberty, 
Bring us the light ! 


We stand in the ashes of ruins, 

We are ready to fight the fight, 

O, you whose feet are firm on the Rock, 
Bring us the Light ! 


You cannot—you shall not forget us, 

Out here in the darkest night, 

We are drowning men, we are dying men, 
Bring, O, bring us the Light ! 


ACORNS AND OAKS 


A man may count the acorns on an oak ; 
But who shall say 

How many great oaks may 

Of one acorn 

Be born? 
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DARKNESS AND LIGHT 


The Pageant “ Darkness and Light” was written for 
and produced at the London Missionary Society's great 

exhibition, “* The Orient,” at the Agricultural Hall, 
London, in 1908. 

The Music was composed by Hamish MacCunn, the 
stage management was in the hands of Hugh Moss, and 
in all some five thousand voluntary helpers took part in 
the production. 

It was witnessed by over a quarter of a million 
spectators, and later on, in America, by still larger 
numbers. 

Portions only, as originally written, are given here. 


There is darkness still, gross darkness, Lord, 
On this fair earth of Thine, 
There are prisoners still in the prison house, 
Where never a light doth shine. 
There are doors still bolted against Thee, 
There are faces set like a wall ; 
And over them all the Shadow of Death 
Hangs like a pall. 
Do you hear the voices calling, 
Out there in the black of the night ? 
Do you hear the sobs of the women, 
Who are barred from the blessed light ? 
And the children,—the little children,— 
Do you hear their pitiful cry ? 
O brothers, we must seek them, 


Or there in the dark they die ! 


Spread the Light! Spread the Light ! 
Till earth’s remotest bounds have heard 
The glory of the Living Word ; 


Till those that see not have their sight ; 
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Till all the fringes of the night 
Are lifted, and the long-closed doors 
Are wide for ever to the Light. 
Spread—the—Light! 
O then shall dawn the golden days, 
To which true hearts are pressing ; 
When earth’s discordant strains shall blend— 
The one true God conf essing ; 
When Christly thought and Christly deed 
Shall bind each heart and nation, 
In one Grand Brotherhood of Men, 


And one high consecration. 


INDIA 


A land of lights and shadows intervolved, 
A land of blazing sun and blackest night, 
A fortress armed, and guarded jealously, 
With every portal barred against the Light. 


A land in thrall to ancient mystic faiths, 

A land of iron creeds and gruesome deeds, 

A land of superstitions vast and grim, 

And all the noisome growths that Darkness breeds. 


Like sunny waves upon an iron-bound coast, 

The Light beats up against the close-barred doors, 
And seeks vain entrance, yet beats on and on, 

In hopeful faith which all defeat ignores. 


But—time shall come, when, like a swelling tide, 
The Word shall leap the barriers, and The Light 
Shall sweep the land ; and Faith and Love and Hope 
Shall win for Christ this stronghold of the night. 
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LIVINGSTONE 


To lift the sombre fringes of the Night, 
To open lands long darkened to the Light, 
To heal grim wounds, to give the blind new sight, 
Right mightily wrought he. 
Forth to the fight he fared, 
High things and great he dared, 
He thought of all men but himself, 
Himself he never spared. 
He greatly loved— 
He greatly lived— 
And died right mightily. 


Like Him he served, he walked life’s troublous ways, 
With heart undaunted, and with calm, high face, 
And gemmed each day with deeds of sweetest grace ; 
Full lovingly wrought he. 
Forth to the fight he fared, 
High things and great he dared, 


In his Master’s night, to spread the Light, _ 


Right lovingly wrought he. 
- He greatly loved — 

He greatly lived—_ 

And died right mightily. 


Like Him he served, he would not turn aside; 
Nor home nor friends could his true heart divide ; 
He served His Master, and nought else beside, 
Right faithfully wrought he. 

Forth to the fight he fared, 

High things and great he dared, 

In his Master’s might, to spread the Light, 

Right faithfully wrought he. 
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He greatly loved— 
He greatly lived— 
And died right mightily. 


He passed like light across the darkened land, 
And dying, left behind him this command,— 
“The door is open! So let it ever stand !”’ 
Full mightily wrought he. 
| Forth to the fight he fared, 
High things and great he dared, 
In his Master’s might, to spread the Light, 
Right mightily wrought he. 
He greatly loved— 
He greatly lived— 
And died right mightily. 


LIVINGSTONE THE BUILDER 


With a nill ! 
With a will ! 

With a nill and surely ! 
Without f ail, 
Drive each nail, 

Build we so, securely ! 


The Pioneer,—The Undaunted One, 

Worn with long journeyings through the Great Dark 
Land, 

Rests for a season from his mighty labours, 

And seeks fresh vigour in a change of toil. 


Labour is sweet, 
When hands and hearts are nilling,— 
Who truly works 
Is God’s onn law fulfilling. 
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With his own hands he helps to build a temple, 
Here, in the wilds, a temple to his God, 
Rough-hewn and roughly thatched, but still a house 
Of prayer, a holy place, and consecrate 

To Him whose noblest temples are not built 

With hands, but in the opened hearts of men. 


The Master worked, 

With His own hands expressing 
His sure beltef 

That therein lay God’s blessing. 


Thus, as he toils, with axe, and nail, and hammer, 
His heart rejoices,—so the Master worked, 

And by His lowly toil for ever stamped 

True labour with its highest dignity, 


With a nill ! 
With a mill ! 

With a nill and surely ! 
Without fail, 
Drive each nail, 

Build we so, securely / 


LIVINGSTONE’S SOLILOQUY 


“« My heart to-day 
Is strangely full of home ! 
How is it 
With the dear ones over there? 
Five years ! 
Five long-drawn years ! 
And one short moment is enough 
To alter life’s complexion for eternity ! 
Home! Home! Home! 
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How is it with you all 
At Home? 


And you, my dearest one, 
Are ever nearer to me than the rest! 
Your body lies 
Beneath the baobab 
In far Shapanga ; 
But your soul is ever nearest 
When I need you most. 
Where a man’s treasure is 
His heart is. 
And half my heart is buried there with you, 
And half works on for Africa. 
Home! Home! Home ! 


Why should such thought of home 
Drag at my heart to-day ? 
Why should I longer roam ? 
Why should I not go home? 

Five years of toilsome wanderings 
May claim a rest! 


Nay! God knows best! 
When He sees well 
He’ll take me home and give me well-earned rest. 
The work is not yet done. 
This land of Night 
Is not yet fully opened to the Son 
And His fair Light. 
But—when the work is done— 
Ah—then !—how gladly will I go— 
Home !—Home !—Home !— 
To rest !” 
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KAPIOLANI 


Where the great green combers break in thunder on 
the barrier reefs,— . 
Where, unceasing, sounds the mighty diapason of 

the deep,— 
Ringed in bursts of wild wave-laughter, fringed with 
leagues of flying foam,— | 
Long lagoons of softest azure, curving beaches white 
as snow, : 


Lap in sweetness and in beauty all the isles of 
Owhyhee. 


Land more lovely sun ne’er shone on than these isles — 
of Owhyhee, | 

Spendthrift Nature’s wild profusion fashioned them 
like fairy bowers ; 

Yet behind—below the sweetness,—underneath the 
passion-flowers, 

Lurked grim deeds, and things of horror, ott 
Deaths, and ceaseless Fears, 

Fears and Deaths that walked in Darkness, grisly 
Deaths and ceaseless Fears. 


On the slope of Mauna Loa, in the pit of Kilauea, 

In the lake of molten lava, in the sea of living fire, 

In the place of Ceaseless Burnings, in her home of 
Wrath and Terror, 


Norr.—Kapiolani—pronounced Kah-pee-o-lahny, with slight 
accent on second syllable. 
Mauna Loa—Mona Lo-ah. 
Kilauea—Kil-o-ee-ah. 
Halé-Mau-Mau—Ha-lee- Mah-oo-Mah-oo. 
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Dwelt the dreadful goddess Pélé—Pélé of the Lake 
of Fire ; 
Pélé of the place of torment, Pélé of the Lake of Fire. 


In the dim far-off beginnings, Pélé flung the 
islands up 

From the bottom of the ocean, from the darksome 
underworld ; 

Built them for a house to dwell in, built them for 
herself alone, 

So she claimed them and their people, claimed them 
as her very own, 

And they feared her, and they worshipped—Pélé, 
the Remorseless One. 


But, at times, when she lay sleeping, underneath the 
lake of fire, 

They forgot to do her reverence, they forgot the 
Fiery One ; 

Then in wrath the goddess thundered from the Lake 
of Ceaseless Burnings, 

Flamed and thundered in her anger, till the very 
skies were red, 

Poured black ruin on the island, shook it to its 
rocky bed. 


Then in fear the people trembled and bethought 
them of their sins, 

And the great high priest of Pélé came like Death 
down Mauna Loa, 

Came to soothe the awful goddess, came to choose 
the sacrifice, 

Chose the fairest youth or maiden, pointed with a 
deadly finger, 

Led them weeping up the mountain, victims to the 
Lake of Fire. 
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On the snowy beach of coral, youths and maidens 
full of laughter, 

Flower-bedecked and full of laughter, sported gaily 
in the sun ; 

Up above, the slender palm-trees swung and shivered 
in the trade-wind, \ 

All around them flowers and spices,—red hibiscus, 
sweet pandanus, 


And behind, the labouring mountain groaned and — 


growled unceasingly. 


“ Sea and sunshine, 
Care is moonshine, 
All our hearts are light mith laughter. 
We are free 
As sun and sea, 
What care we for what comes after 2” 
Bride. 
“ Life was sweet before Love found her, 
In his faery bowers. 
Life ts sweeter, 
And completer, 
Since he found her 


There, and crowned her 


With has fadeless flowers.” 
Bridegroom. 
“ Love sought long before he found her, 


Ne’er was love like ours ! 

Long he sought her, 

Ere he caught her. 

But he found her 

There, and bound her 

With his fadeless flowers.” 
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“ Gaily sporting, 
Pleasure courting, 
Nought know we of care or sorrow. 
We are free 
As sun and sea, 
What care we what comes to-morrow 2?” 


Louder still and louder, Pélé roars within her lake 
of fire, 

And the youths and maidens trembling look in fear 
up Mauna Loa, 

Dreading sight of that grim figure stalking down the 
mountain side ; 

For when Pélé claims her victims none the summons 
may avoid. 

Pélé calls for whom she chooses ;—whom she chooses 
goes,—and dies, 


See! He comes! They start in terror. There, along 
the mountain side, 

Death comes stalking, slowly, surely,—Pélé must be 
satisfied. 

Which among them will he summon, with his dread- 
ful pointing finger ? 

All their hearts become as water, all their faces 
blanch with fear, 

Deaths they suffer in the waiting, while dread Death 
draws near. 


Now he stands in dreadful menace, seeking with a 
baleful eye 
For the sweetest and the fairest—for the meetest 
sacrifice. 
“Choose, O choose :!’’—they ery in terror; “ choose 
your victim and be gone, 
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For we each die deaths while waiting, till dread 
Pélé’s choice be known ! 
Choose your victim, Priest of Pélé, choose your 


(2? 


victim and be gone ! 


Slowly points the dreadful finger, marks the newly- 
wedded bride; 

All the rest, save one, fall from her, as the living 
from the dead. 

From the first of time’s beginnings Pélé ne’er has 
been gainsaid ; 

Pélé chooses whom she chooses, each and all ine 
choice abide, 

For the common good and safety,—Pélé must be 
satisfied / 


Still the mountain reels and shudders, still the awful 
thunders peal, 

Like a snake the ruthless finger holds them all in 
terror still ; 

One is there whose life is broken, parted from his 
chosen bride, ; 

But the threatening finger, heedless of the lives it 
may divide, 

Lights upon a tiny maiden,—Pélé must be satisfied ! 


Slow, the grim high priest of Pélé turns to climb 
the mountain side ; 

Slow, the victims turn and follow,—Pélé must be — 

satisfied. | 

All the rest shrink, dumb and helpless, daring not to ; 

lift an eye, : 
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While above, the labouring mountain cracks and 
belches living fires, 

Till the island reels and shudders at dread Pélé’s 
agonies. 


But a greater one than Pélé walked the mountain 
side that day ;— 

To them, climbing, dumb and dim-eyed—like a flash 
of heavenly flame, 

Swift and bright as saving angel, fair Kapiolani came, 

Swiftly as a saving angel, gleaming like a heavenly 
flame, 

Thirsting like a sword for battle, fair Kapiolani came. 


Radiant with the faith of martyrs, all aglow with new- 
born zeal, 

Burning to release the people from the bondage and 
the thrall, 

From the deadly thrall of Pélé, from the ever- 
threatening doom, 

From the everlasting menace, from the awful lake 
of fire, 

Like a bright avenging angel fair Kapiolani came! 


« Hear me now, you priest of Pélé, and ye men of 
Owhyhee ! 

Hearken! ye who cringe and tremble, at the sound 
of Kilauea, 

Fearful of the wrath of Pélé, fearful of the lake of 
fire !— 

Priest, I say there is no Pélé! Pélé is not—never 
was !— 

Pélé lives but in your legends—there is only one 
true God !” 
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“ Curséd, thrice accursed, you, who thus great Pélé 
do defy, 

Here, upon her sacred mountain, of a surety you 
shall die ! 

Pélé, mighty Pélé, Vengeance! Strike her with thy 
dreadful doom ! 


So let every scoffer perish !—Péle! Pélé! Pelé! 


come !”’ 

And Kapiolani answered—“ Pelé! Pélé! Pelé! 
come !” . 

Loud the mountain roared and thundered ; shuddered 
all who heard and saw, 

Dauntless stood Kapiolani, dauntless man her faithful 
few. 

“Come!” she cried again. “ Come, Pélé! Smite 
me with thy dreadful doom ! 

I am waiting, mighty Pélé!—Peélé! Pélé! Peélé! 
come!” 

And the mountain roared and thundered ;—but the 
goddess did not come. 


‘‘Hearken, Priest! You have deceived us. All 
your life has been a lie. 

Black your heart is, red your hands are, with the 
blood of those who die. 


All these years you have misled us with your awful | 


threats of doom. 
Now it ends! I do defy you, and your goddess I defy. 
Pélé is not, never has been. All your worship is a lie. 


I will climb your sacred mountain. I will dare your 
lake of fire. 


I will eat your sacred berries. I will dare your. 


goddess there, 
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There and then to wreak her vengeance, then and 
there to come in fire, 

And with awful burnings end me, now and _ for 
eternity ; | 

But if Pélé does not end me, then her worship ends 
this day.” 


Then the great high priest of Pélé turned to fiery 
Kilauea. 

“Come!” he said, “the goddess calls you !”—and 

_ they climbed the mountain side, 

Up the slopes of Mauna Loa, to the hell of Kilauea, 

With the bright blue sky above them, with the 
blazing sun above them, 

While the mountain shook beneath them, and its 
head was wrapped in fire. 


Fearful, hopeful, all the people crept along the 
shaking path, 
Hardly breathing at their daring, thus to brave 
dread Pélé’s wrath, 
Bending low lest she should see them, breathing 
soft lest she should hear, 
Certain that Kapiolani would be sacrificed that day, 
To the vengeance of the goddess, to the anger of 
Pélé. ; 
«© As little child 
On mother’s breast, 
O rest, my heart, 
Have rest ! 
Who rests on Him 
Is surely blest. 
So rest, my heart, 
Have rest ! 
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As warrior bold — 
Mis foes among 

Be strong, my heart, 
Be strong ! 

Who rests on Him 
Shall ne'er go wrong. 
Be strong, my heart, 
Be strong !” 


Thus, Kapiolani, dauntless, singing softly as she 
went, 

With a face as calm and fearless as a child on 
pleasure bent, 

Climbed the side of Mauna ney to the dreadful lake 
of fire. 

While the mountain shook and thundered, while the 
people blanched and shuddered, 

Climbed to Halé-Mau-Mau,—to the dreadful lake of 
fire, 


All the people waited trembling, stood afar off, pale 
and trembling, 

While Kapiolani, fearless, climbed up to the lake 
of fire, 

With the fiery glow all round her, with a heavenly 
light about her, . 

Shining with a radiance one than since time 
began had shone 

From the Lake of Ceaseless Burnings, from the 
dreadful lake of fire. 


“ Here,’ she cried, “I pluck your berries, Pélé,— 
and I give you none! 

See! I eat your sacred berries, Pélé,—and I give 
you none | 


63 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


Pélé, here I break your tabus! Come, with all 
your dreadful fires ! 

Burn me, Pélé! I defy you!—Pélé! Pélé! Péle ! 
come ! 

Come now, Pélé, or for ever own that you are over- 
come ! 


“ Pélé comes not. Is she sleeping? Is she wander- 
ing to-day ? 

Is she busy with her burnings? Has the goddess 
nought to say? 

Hear me, friends!—There is no Pélé! One true 
God alone there is. 

His, this mountain! His, these burnings! You, 
and I, and all things,— His! 

Goodness, Mercy, Loving-Kindness, Life Eternal— 
all are His! 


‘* From this day, let no man tremble, when he feels 
the mountain shake ! 

From this day, no man or maiden shall be killed for 
Pélé’s sake ! 

From this day, we break the thraldom of the dreadful 
lake of fire. 

From this day, we pass for ever from the scourge of 
Pélé’s rod.— 

From this day, Thou, Lord Jehovah, be our one and 
only God !” 


THEY COME! . 


From North and South, and East and West, 
They come ! 
The sorely tried, the much oppressed, 
Their Faith and Love to manifest, 
They come ! 
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They come to tell of work well done, 
They come to tell of kingdoms won, 
To worship at the Great White Throne, 
They come! 
In a noble consecration, 
With a sound of jubilation, 
They come! They come! 


Through tribulations and distress, 
They come ! 
Through perils great and bitterness, 
Through persecutions pitiless, 
They come! 
They come by paths the martyrs trod, 
They come from underneath the rod, 
Climbing through darkness up to God, 
They come! 
Out of mighty tribulation, 
With a sound of jubilation, 
They come! ‘They come! 


From every land beneath the sun, 
They come! 

To tell of mighty victories won ; 

Unto the Father through the Son, 
They come! 

They come—the victors in the fight, 

They come—the blind restored to sight, 

From deepest Darkness into Light ; 
They come ! 

In a holy exaltation, 

With a sound of jubilation, 
They come! They come! 
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WE THANK THEE, LORD 


We thank thee, Lord, 

That of Thy tender grace, 

In our distress 

Thou hast not left us wholly comfortless. 


We thank Thee, Lord, 

That of Thy wondrous might, 

Into our night 

Thou hast sent down the glory of the Light. 


We thank Thee, Lord, 

That all Thy wondrous ways, 

Through all our days, 

Are Wisdom, Right, and Ceaseless Tenderness. 


NO EAST OR WEST 


In Christ there is no East or West, 
In Him no South or North, 

But one great Fellowship of Love 
Throughout the whole wide earth. 


In Him shall true hearts everywhere 
Their high communion find. 

His service is the golden cord 
Close-binding all mankind. 


Join hands then, Brothers of the Faith, 
Whate’er your race may be !— 

Who serves my Father as a son 
Is surely kin to me. 


In Christ now meet both East and West, 
In Him meet South and North, 
All Christly souls are one in Him, 
Throughout the whole wide earth. 
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1914-1918 


JUST OVER THE HILL AND UP ALONG 


Just over the hill, by the climbing way, 
Is a place where all good travellers stay,— 
Just over the hill and up along. 


At the side of the road is a garden gate, 
Which is always open, early and late,— 
Just over the hill and up along. 


And inside the gate is a House of Rest, 
Where the Host will give you his very best,— 
Just over the hill and up along. 


He will meet you and greet you with outstretched 
hand, 
And, whatever your tongue, he will understand,— 
Just over the hill and up along. 


You will find in the house a table spread 
With a chalice of wine and Broken Bread,— 
Just over the hill and up along. 


He will tell while you eat, and when you have fed 
He will put you to sleep in a restful bed,— 
Just over the hill and up along. 
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You will sleep full sweet; you will dream good - 
dreams, 
You will wake to the joy of the Morning Beams,— 
And then you will go in the strength of the strong, 
And press up and on with a good glad song, 
Right over the hill—and up along. 


THE LITTLE HOUSE OF BREAD 


O, little Home of Peace and Perfect Calm,— 
O, little, still, white, sacramental place, 

Filled with the mystic effluence of His grace, 
Which makes of thee a healing and a balm ;— 


Happed in a hollow of the great moor’s breast, 
Of undrest stone, with red-heart roses drest, 
Haven of rest for every soul sore pressed, 
Thine own sweet soul of quietness possessed :— 


God surely loves thee, little House of Prayer, 
Nor ever fails the soul that seeks Him there ; 
No matter what his sore predicament, 

No matter what the burden of his pain, 

No troubled soul has ever healing sought 

But here he found divine medicament,— 
Losing himself has won the greater gain, 
And, by his giving, nobler treasure bought. 


Here in the silence you confess your sin, 

And holy ministrants, unheard, unseen, 
Beneath the red lamp softly whisper you | 
New hope,—no matter what the past has been. 


Here some have knelt before departing hence 
For the Red Fronts, and have upbuilded been 
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With new-born Faith’s most lofty confidence, 
To face the High Call of the Unforeseen :— 

‘ In weakness some, and some in penitence, 
But all in highest, holiest reverence. 


Here, in this altar book, are shrined the names 
Of those True Knights God-pledged to purity, 
Unceasing prayer their troth to honour claims, 
And from high heaven their souls’ security. 
God surely loves thee, little House of Bread, 
For here the seeking soul to Him is led, 

And on His Living Bread 

The hungry soul is fed. 


A PRAYER FOR ENLARGEMENT 


Shrive me of all my littleness and sin ! 
Open your great heart wide ! ’ 
Open it wide and take me in, 

For the sake of Christ who died ! 


Was I grown small and strait p— 
Then shalt thou make me wide. 
Through the love of Christ who died, 
Thou—thou shalt make me great. 


EX TENEBRIS 
Tue Lay or THE KNIGHT WHO ROSE AGAIN 


Take away my rags! 

Take away my sin! 

Strip me all bare 

Of that I did wear,— 
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The foul rags, the base rags, 
The rude and the mean ! 
Strip me, yea, strip me 
Right down to the skin! 
Strip me all bare 

Of that I have been ! 


Then wash me in water, 
In fair running water, 
Wash me without, 

And wash me within, 

In fair running water, 
In fresh running water, 
Wash me, ah wash me, 
And make me all clean! 
—Clean of the soilure 
And clean of the sin, 
—Clean of the soul-crushing 
Sense of defilure, 
—Clean of the old self 
And clean of the sin! 
In fair running water, 
In fresh running water, 
In sun-running water, 
All sweet and all pure, 
Wash me, ah wash me, 
And I shall be clean! 


And then—ah then 
Clothe me again 
In the garments of Light, 
In the robes of Thy ruth,— 
In Purity, Truth,— 
In raiment all white 
And whiter than light, 
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—JIn the raiment ensanguine 
That outshines the light, 
—In garments washed clean 
In the Grace Infinite ! 


Then vest me with armour, . 

And name me Thy Knight, 

And gird me with Justice, 

And arm me with Right ! 

And there in the battle 

Of souls I will fight, 

With the passionate zeal 

Of a heart all contrite. 

And I'll win Thee fair Kingdoms, 
Many Kingdoms, great Kingdoms, — 
Sweet Kingdoms of Light, 

I will win from the Night, 

To the Glory of God 

And my Lord’s high delight. 


GRACE ROBES 


If my sweet thought could texture take, 
And of its best your vesture make, 

How fair would be your robing ! 
Of summer cloud and heaven’s own blue, 
Inwove with every rainbow hue, 
And sprinkled thick with diamond dew ;— 
That is the robe I’d weave for you, 

And fair would be your robing ! 


But you for your own self do weave 
Robes nobler than I can conceive,— 
How wondrous fair your robing ! 
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Of gracious deed and noble thought, 

Of battles for the fallen fought, 

Of hope to faltering footsteps brought, 

New ways to wandering sinners taught ;— 

All these your wondrous robes have wrought, 
And fair indeed your robing ! 


THE HIGH CALL 


[With a violin-bow, a tuning-fork, and a flame of 
hydrogen, a very beautiful experiment is performed. 
The passage of the bow over the tuning-fork evokes a 
note of high frequency, the vibrations of which, travelling 
through the air, cause the flame to leap responsively 
and burn more brilliantly,—a symbolic case of perfect 
sympathy. | 
In the dim dawn— 

When, through the still dark sky, 
'God’s mighty voice rang out—* Let—there—be— 
Light !”’ 
Swift at the word, from out the womb of night, 
Sprang forth the Sun’s all glorious majesty, 
Blazing with splendour bright. 


So the thrilled flame 
Answers the music’s call, , 
And leaps and burns with sudden new-born fire ; 
So flames the soul, when Love, the Glorifier, 
Lifts it on wings of joy celestial 

To heavens of high desire. 


As that pure light 
Leaps to the quickening sound, 
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The soul chivalrous leaps to heaven aflame, 

When, at white heat, zs virgin soul can claim 

That with her love his life’s high need hath found 
Its royal diadem. 


THE DAYS 


The Days steal softly through the Curtained Door, 
One at a time the Warder lets,—no more, 
Each with his gifts close-vailed from human sight, 
And lays them at my feet upon the floor ; 


Then waits, while I discover what he brought, 
Great things and small, with good and evil fraught, 
And watches quietly while I make play, 

For good or ill,—and all too oft for nought. 


And while he waits I deck him as I will, 

And whiles it is well done, and whiles but ill; 
Nought any wears but what my will has wrought, 
And what I do is all unchangeable. 


Each bears a scroll and quick inscribes thereon 

All that I do,—the more I leave undone; 

Till, when Night beckons from his door, they pass, 
And leave me for a little space alone. 


But each, ere passing through Night’s shadowy door, 
Strips off his robes and leaves them on the floor ; 
Each Day goes naked, bearing but his scroll, 

And what he leaves is added to my store. 


He passes through the Portal of the Night, 

But that he leaves lies ever in our sight— 

God’s sight and mine,—and some is gray, some black, 

And some, by God's sweet grace, is almost white. 
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So speeds the great procession of the Days, 

Too fast, too slow, but nought its progress stays ; 
Each gives me back that which I first have given, 
But what each takes my endless future sways. 


DIMPSEY ON THE MOOR 


Up along, down along, all along the Moor, 

The lambs to their mothers are calling, 

The lorn lambs, the shorn dams, are crying and 
‘calling, 

The lambs and their mothers are crying and calling, 

The lambs to their mothers are calling . .. are 
calling ... 

Are calling... are calling. . . arecalling, - 


Up aloft, all aloft, all along the Moor, 

The curlews are flying and crying, 

The curlews are flying and plaintively crying, 

While down in the West there the daylight is dying— 

Is dying ... is dying . . . in glories untold 

Of rose-lucent amber and blue-green and gold,— 

While the curlews their vespers are crying ; 

—Such glories untold may our rapt eyes behold 

When the wonders of Heaven through the Gates are 
unrolled, 

And, for ever earth’s trammels and fetters defying, 

We come to full living through dying. 


And up along, down along, all along the Moor, 
The dimpsey is falling . . . is falling... 
Like God’s Holy Spirit the dimpsey is falling, 
From the cope of the dimpsey the night-dew is 
falling, 
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' The drought and the dearth of the day to allay ; 
Like a sweet benediction the night-dew is falling 
On the heat and the thirst of the day. 


Up along, down along, all along the Moor, 

The dimpsey new grace is revealing ; 

Up the combes and the hillsides the gray ghosts are 
stealing, 

In the folds of their night-robes the lowlands con- 
cealing ; 

The curlews are wheeling and flying and crying, 

Away in the West there the daylight is dying ;— 

God’s peace all the Moor in glamour is empalling, 

The lambs and their mothers have ceased from their 


calling, 
And night like a blessing is falling . . . is falling, 
Like a kiss from God's lips night is falling . . . is 
falling, 


On the slumberous face of the Moor. 


God’s peace is enfolding the Moor in His pure 
Benedictory grace and glamour, 

And under His sure and most sweet coverture 

His creatures lie safe, and His creatures lie sure,— 
All His creatures lie safe and secure. ; 


Lord, 

We pray that we may 

All the ills of the day 

Of Thy grace be forgiven, 
Of Thy mercy be shriven, 
And in Thy good time 
Find Thy heaven / 
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BREAK DOWN THE WALLS 


Break down the old dividing walls 
Of sect, and rivalry, and schism, 
And heal the body of Thy Christ 
With anoint of Thy chrism ! 


Let the strong wind of Thy sweet grace 
Sweep through Thy cumbered house, and chase 
The miasms from the Holy Place ! 


Let Thy white beam of light beat in, 
And from each darkest corner win 
The shadows that have sheltered sin ! 


Cleanse it of shibboleths and strife, 
End all the discords that were rife, 
Heal the old wounds and give new life! 


Break down the hedges that have grown 
So thickly all about Thy throne, 

And clear the paths, that every soul 
That seeks Thee—of himself alone 

May find, and be made whole !— 


One church, one all-harmonious voice, 
One passion for Thy High Employs, 
One heart of gold without alloys, 

One striving for the higher joys, 

One Christ, one Cross, one only Lord, 
One living of the Living Word. 


«TO MEN OF GOOD-WILL— PEACE!” 


The world was dark when the angels came,— 
Hail, Mary, and the new-born Babe ! 
The birth of the New Time to proclaim ;— 
Hail, Mary, and the new-born Babe ! 
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“ To men of good-nill— Peace |’ Earth’s night 
Blazed suddenly with heavenly light ;— 
Hail, Mary, and the new-born Babe ! 


The shadows of the past were riven 
By that sweet effluence from heaven ;— 
Hail, Mary, and the new-born Babe / 


Twas in the depth of deepest dark, . 
That came to fruit this mighty work ;— 
Hail, Mary, and the new-born Babe / 


The shepherds left their all, and sped 
By lonely ways to the lowly shed ;— 
Hail, Mary, and the new-born Babe ! 


They did not wait, nor did delay, 
Till they found the place where the Saviour lay ;— 
Hail, Mary, and the new-born Babe ! 


Two thousand years have passed since then,— 
They crucified the Christ—the King, 

And earth still bears the curse of Cain, 
And Crucifies the Christ—its King. 


“ To men of good-will—Peace !” Ah, yes! 
But who would peace must grace possess ;— 
Nor Crucify the Christ—their King. 


The earth is dark and full of pain ; 
Shall the heavenly Vision come again,— 
While we crucify the Christ—our King ? 


The world has slipped away from Him ; 
Our fealty is warped and dim ;— 
We crucify the Christ-—the King. 
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Who would have peace must never cease 
To labour for His high increase,— 
And crucify no more their King. 


Forsaking every smaller way, 
Seek only His supremacy, 
And crown Him .. . Christ .. . the King ! 


FAIR RAIMENT - 


O that my prayers could raiment you in splendour,— 
Heaven's mystic grace soft-spun to golden haze, 
Gemmed with the radiant jewels of the tender 
God-given memories of good, glad days! 


O that my love could clothe you with the glory 
Of its own vision of your loveliness, 

Fined and refined with touch absolutory, 

Wove and inwove with eucharistic grace ! 


O that my joy could clothe you with the wonder 
Of its own joyfulness in that you are! 

What though our paths lie as the poles asunder, 
I can thank God and worship from afar, 


O that my hope could clothe you in its glowing 
All-radiant faith in that which yet shall be, 
When, with a gladness beyond mortal knowing, 
Love claims its crown of immortality. 


MY TREASURE 


Treasure I sought 
Over land and sea, 
And dearly I bought 
Prosperity. 
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But nought that I gained, 
On land or sea, 
Brought ever a lasting good to me. 


Pleasure I sought 

Over sea and land, 

And snatched at life 

With eager hand. 

But nought that I found, 

On land or sea, 

Brought ever a lasting joy to me. 


For treasure of earth 

Is fleeting gain, 

And Pleasure is but 

A mask for pain. 

Life asketh more, 

And ever stands, 

With outstretched hands by an opening door. 


And then at last, 
My wanderings oer, 
All that I sought, 
And God’s good more, 
Lay waiting for me 
_ At my own door,— 
Yea, more than I sought was si my door. 


He let me scour 

The world, to show 

His Love and Power 

Must all bestow. 

All mine own strivings 

Had brought me nought ; 

He gave me more than all I had sought. 
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SO LITTLE AND SO MUCH 


In that I have so greatly failed Thee, Lord, 
Have grace ! 

And in Thy outer courts deny me not 

A place! 


So little of fair work for Thee have I 

To show ; 

So much of what I might have done, I did 
- Not do, 


Yet Thou hast seen in me at times the will 
For good, 

Although so oft I did not do all that 

T would. 


Thou knowest me through and through, and yet Thou 
canst . ; 

Forgive. 

Only in hope of Thy redeeming grace 

I live. 


SOME LITTLE WHILES 


But a little while 

And I was not here ; 
But a little while 

And I no more am here ; 
So, for the little while 

That I am here,— 
Help me, O Lord, 
In true accord 
With Thee to live, 
That so I may 
Upon that day 
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Fair reckoning give, 

And joyfully 

Receive from Thee 

The crown of immortality. 


LIFE AND DEATH” 


Death preys on Life, 

And Life on Death doth live. 
For without death 

No creature that draws breath 
Could live. 

Strange paradox, and thought provocative, 
That life must live by death, — 
That without death 

Life cannot live,— 

That Christ Himself, 

The Lord of Life, 

His life did give 

That we might live. 


BENEDICTION 
May the Grace of Christ enfold you, 


Now and evermore ! 

May the Love of God uphold you, 
Now and evermore ! 

May the Holy Spirit hold you 

In communion, close and sweet, 

With Himself, the Paraclete, 
Now and evermore ! 


May the Three in One withhold you 
From each smallest thing unmeet, — 
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From all sorrow of defeat, 
Crown you with Their joy complete, 
Now and evermore ! 


May They gift you helpfulness 

To your fellows in distress, 

And the greatness to possess 

Your high soul in joyfulness ; 

So, in all things, may They bless 
You for evermore ! 


YOUR PLACE 


Is your place a small place? 
Tend it with care ;— 
He set you there. 


Is your place a large place? 
Guard it with care ! — 
He set you there. 


Whate’er your place, it is 
“Not yours alone, but His 
Who set you there. 


IN NARROW WAYS 


Some lives are set in narrow ways, 
By Love’s wise tenderness. 
They seem to suffer all their days 
Life’s direst storm and stress, 
But God shall raise them up at length, 
His purposes are sure, 
He for their weakness shall give strength, 
For every ill a cure. 
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SHUT WINDOWS 
For the Braile Magazine. 


When the outer eye grows dim, 
Turns the inner eye to Him, 
Who makes darkness light. 
Fairer visions you may see, 
Live in nobler company, 
And in larger liberty, 
Than the men of sight. 


He sometimes shuts the windows but to open hidden 
doors, : 

Where all who will may wander bold and free, 

For His house has many mansions, and the mansions 
many floors, 

And every room is free to you and me. 


SOME—AND SOME 


Some have much, and some have more, 
Some are rich, and some are poor, 
Some have little, some have less, 

Some have not a cent to bless 

Their empty pockets, yet possess 

True riches in true happiness. 


To some—unclouded skies and sunny days, 
To some—gray weather and laborious ways, 
To all—Thy grace, 

To those who fall—Thy tenderness ! 
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_BED-ROCK 


I have been tried, 

Tried in the fire, 

And I say this, 

As the result of dire distress, 

And tribulation sore— 

That a man’s happiness doth not consist 
Of that he hath, but of the faith 
And trust in God’s great love 
These bring him to. 

Nought else is worth consideration, 
For the peace a man may find 

In perfect trust in God 

Outweighs all else, and is 

The only possible foundation 

For true happiness. 


THE KING’S HIGH WAY 


A Wonderful Way is The King’s High Way ; 
It runs through the Nightlands up to the Day ; 
From the wonderful WAS, by the wonderful IS, 
To the still more wonderful IS TO BE,— 

Runs The King’s High Way. 


Through the crooked by-ways of history, 
Through the times that were dark with mystery, 
From the cities of man’s captivity, 
By the shed of The Child’s nativity, 
And over the hill by the crosses three, 
By the sign-post of God’s paternity, 
From Yesterday into Eternity,— 

Runs The King’s High Way. 
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And wayfaring men, who have strayed, still say 
It is good to travel The King’s High Way. 


Through the dim, dark Valley of Death, at times, 

To the peak of the Shining Mount it climbs, 

While wonders, and glories, and joys untold 

To the eyes of the visioned each step unfold,— 
On The King’s High Way. 


And everywhere there are sheltering bowers, 

Plenished with fruits and radiant with flowers, 

Where the weary of body and soul may rest, 

As the steeps they breast to the beckoning crest,— 
On The King’s High Way, 


And inns there are too, of comforting mien, 

Where every guest is a King or a Queen, 

And room never lacks in the inns on that road, 

For the hosts are all gentle men, like unto God,— 
On The King’s High Way. 


The comrades one finds are all bound the same way, 

Their faces aglow in the light of the day ; 

And never a quarrel is heard, nor a brawl, 

They’re the best of good company, each one and 
all,— 


On The King’s High Way. 


So, gallantly travel The King’s High Way, 
With hearts unperturbed and with souls high and 
Say ; 
There is many a road that is much more the mode, 
But none that so surely leads straight up to God, 
As The King’s High Way. 
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THE SECRET PLACE 


Each soul has its own secret place, 
Where none may enter in, 

Save it and God,—to them alone 
What goeth on therein is known,— 
To it and God alone. 


And well for it if God be there, 
And in supreme control ; 

For every deed comes of a seed, 
And lonely seed may evil breed 
In any lonely soul. 


But none, except of his own will, 
Need ever lonely be; 

If he but quest, his Royal Guest 
Will quick provide him with the best 
Of all good Company. 


MY GUEST 


Within my holy place 

My Chiefest One is dwelling, 
Not as a passing guest 

But of His own houseling. 

O, miracle of grace, 

My whole heart’s love compelling — 
Within this tiny space 

The Lord of All Good Life, 

The Very Light of Life and Love 
Is dwelling ! 

And now my happy tears 

Have washed away my fears, 
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And, past all mortal telling, 
Within my heart the tide of Love 
To fullest flood is welling. 


Praise be to Thee ! 

To Thee unending praise, 

For all the glowing depth and height 
Of these God-given days ! 

For Thy sweet grace 

Which in this place 

Doth time and space alike efface, 
And, merging faith in heavenly sight, 
Dares, with its inner mystic light, 

To look upon Thy face. 


EVENING BRINGS US HOME 
Evening brings us home,— 
From our wanderings afar, 
From our multifarious labours, 
From the things that fret and jar ; 
From the highways and the byways, 
From the hill-tops and the vales ; 
From the dust and heat of city street, 
And the joys of lonesome trazs,— 


Evening brings us home at last, 
To Thee. 


From plough and hoe and harrow, from the burden 
of the day, 


From the long and lonely furrow in the stiff reluctant 
clay, 


From the meads where streams are purling, 
From the moors where mists are curling, — 
| Evening brings us home at last, 
To rest, and warmth, and Thee. 
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From the pastures where the white lambs to their 
dams are ever crying, 

From the byways where the Night lambs Thy Love 
are crucifying, 

From the labours of the lowlands, 

From the glamour of the glowlands,— 

Evening brings us home at last, 


To the fold, and rest, and Thee. 


From the Forests of Thy Wonder, where the mighty 
giants grow, 
Where we cleave Thy works asunder, and lay the 
mighty low, 
From the jungle and the prairie, 
From the realms of fact and faerie,— 
Evening brings us home at last, 
Lo rest, and cheer, and Thee. 


From our wrestlings with the spectres of the dim 
and dreary way, 
From the vast heroic chances of the never-ending 
fray, 
From the Mount of High Endeavour, 
In the hope of Thy For Ever,— 
Evening brings us home at last, 
To trust, and peace, and Thee. 


From our toilings and our moilings, from the quest 
of daily bread, 
From the worship of our idols, and the burying of 
our dead, 
Like children, worn and weary, 
With the way so long and dreary,— 
Evening brings us home at last, 
To rest, and love, and Thee. 
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From our journeyings oft and many over strange and 
stormy seas, 
From our search the wide world over for the larger 
liberties, 
From our labours vast and various, 
‘With our harvestings precarious,— 
Evening brings us home at last, 
To safety, rest, and Thee. 


From the yet-untrodden No-Lands, where we sought 
Thy secrets out, 
From the blizzards of the Nightlands, and the blazing 
White-Lands’ drought, 
From the undiscovered country 
Where our IS is yet to be,— 
Evening brings us home at last, 
To welcome cheer, and Thee. 


From the temples of our living, all empurpled with 
Thy giving, 
From the warp of life thick-threaded with the gold 
of Thine inweaving, 

From the days so full of splendour, 

With their visions rare and tender,— 
Evening brings us home at last, 
To quiet rest in Thee. 


From the Dim-Lands, from the Grim-Lands, from the 
Lands of High Emprise, 
From the Lands of Disillusion to the Truth that 
never dies ; 
With rejoicing and with singing, 
Each his rightful sheaves home-bringing,— 
Evening brings us all at last, 
To Harvest-Home nith Thee. 
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From the fields of fiery trying, where our bravest 
and our best, 
By their living and their dying their souls’ high faith 
attest, 
From these dread, red fields of sorrow, 
From the fight for ‘Thy To-morrow,— 
Evening brings each one at last, 
To God’s onn Peace in Thee. 


CHRIST IN THE CITY 


A motor-bus was grinding up the road 

To Marble Arch, when, by the little fane 
Named after His Ascension, suddenly, 
Unhailed, unwontedly, it stopped. 

And, as I looked and wondered, lo, mine eyes 
Were opened, and I saw... . 


Out of the quiet church came One in white. 

His soft-draped raiment shone. His sweet high face 
Was sad beyond the possibilities 

Of human woe. He came intothe bus 

And sat among us. The conductor cursed 

His driver for the stop. And he, in turn, 

Cursed all the gear, the greasy road, and God. 

‘¢ Christ !” said the one, unmeaning of offence, 

“ What silly tantrum’s took the old girl now?” 
Then stopped, unconscious why, but said no more, 
Nor could,—with those soft eyes upon his soul. 

I looked to see my fellows’ faces mazed, 

But found them dull, self-satisfied, inane, 
Unconscious of our august passenger. 

I shrank within myself, and breathless, watched 
That wondrous sight,—Christ in a motor-bus ! 
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And His sad eyes slow quested us, as though | 
They sought whereon to rest acceptably. 


Then, as they dwelt upon each one in turn, 

I saw the outward trappings fall away, 

And each soul sat in utter nakedness, 

Bare to His searching gaze,—a wondrous sight, 
And pitiful. For most were sadly less 

Than they appeared. And yet, in each there burned 
A tiny flame. And as the deep-vailed splendour 
Of His eyes turned on them, I could see 

The tiny flame within each one revive— 

Or shrink, according to its ministry. 

But most paled small. Mine also. But I felt 

It flame again responsive to His own, 

Because my eyes were opened, and I saw. 


The bus raced on, and as His eyes looked forth 
Upon the bustling streets, where’er they dwelt 
I saw the outward trappings fall away 

And leave but naked souls and tiny flames. - 
Just here and there a larger flame leaped up, 
But most were small, most pitifully small, 

And hardly visible. Yet none quite lacked. 


And where the flames responsive leaped, there men, 
And still more women, turned and looked, and stood ~ 
And gazed in breathless wonder after us, 
Aware that some strange power had quickened them, 
Not knowing what. And then, I doubted not, 
Went on their way with souls uplift and strong. 
For, wheresoe’er the flames burned bright, I saw, — 
No matter what of robe or flesh it wore— 
A spirit beautiful beyond its poor 
Embodiment of flesh and outward garb. 
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Amazing transformations I beheld, 
And many pitiful past thought or word. 


But we sped quickly, and our course was marked 
By flames that leapt and fell, and souls the same. 
Churches we passed, but mostly locked and barred, 
They were reserved for one day’s use in seven ; 
Upon the other six, the hurrying crowds 

Had little use for them. His eyes were pained 

As each we passed, and He, through door and wall, 
Searched all in vain the emptiness within, 

And saddened at the lack of worshippers. 

How eagerly He scanned the endless stream 

Of faces that we met. How sad His eyes,— 

So few the flames responsive to His own. 


As we raced uphill towards St. Paul’s, His eyes 
Dwelt on the cross all golden in the sun, 

And at the people passing in and out. 

I saw the sadness in the sweet eyes lift, 

But fall again at sight of all the crowds 

That clustered bee-like round the shops outside,— 
So few within compared with those without. 
Then, of a sudden, He was gone. And I, 

Sensing where I should find Him, followed fast. 


He stood alone there underneath the dome, 

Listening intently with a less-sad face, 

For here were more than the bare two or three 

Who, by His own good word, could claim God’s 
grace. 

And, as He smiled on them, the hearts of all 

Responsive glowed ; new strength was given to them 

To bear life’s burdens and to conquer ill. 

Boys’ voices joined in heavenly harmonies, 
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Which pealed among the roofs, and rose, and died, 
And lifted souls above earth’s common things. 

And there, among the dark-robed throng, He knelt, 
And I beside Him, thrilling to the core. 


The service ended, slow the worshippers 
Dispersed, lingering, some, along the aisles 

To view the monuments. And as we passed 

One marble tomb, shaped like a massive door, 
He stopped before the script, with glowing eyes, 
And read, and I read with Him,— 

« Through the Gate of Death we pass 

To joyful resurrection.” 

And, as we stood, came hurrying a maid, 
Sweet-faced, and choicely robed, and very fair, 
And made to pass though that great marble door, 
Believing it the exit. With a laugh, 

Perceiving her mistake, she turned and said, 

‘‘T want the shops. I thought this was the door,”— 
And hurried off to find the right way out. 

And He stood gazing after her, with eyes 

That softly shone,—as though to call her mind 
To loftier things,—then followed where she went. 


There, by the bright shop-windows, worshippers 
Of fashion clustered thick in elbowing haste, 
Intent on bargains,—and the flames were small. 
Their hearts were otherwise engaged, and He 
Passed here and there among them wistfully. 
He went inside and watched the bargaining, 
Perceived the little passions it aroused, 

And was sore saddened. One, obsequiously, 
Tendered his help to find what I might want. 
I told him I was with a friend. He bowed, 
Nor dreamed who that friend was, and we passed on. 
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—Out to the street again, and so to Chepe, 

And lingered there amid the hurrying throngs. 
And ever He searched eagerly for souls 
Responsive, and he found but few. For all 
Were too intent upon their merchantry, 

And had no time just then for higher thoughts. 
Those they left safely wardrobed at their homes, 
Along with all their other Sunday things. 


On through the highways of the City, He, 

And I still followed all observingly. 

Beside the shrinking portal of a church, 

Weathered, and old, and gray, and dark with grime, 

Two beggars stood, on either side the steps 

Which made an eddy from the rushing tide, 

And mutely claimed an alms from those who passed. 

The door was wide, an organ pealed within, 

And some few entered, but the more sped past, 

Careless of face or burdened with their cares. 

One beggar wore a label,—“ Deaf and Dumb.” 

The other,—“ Blind! Have pity, you who see!” 

And, as the Christ passed up the dingy steps, 

The blind man murmured, “ Who was that that 
passed ?” 

And the dumb answered, “ Who ?—1I do not know. 

I felt him too. It was no common man.” 

“ The parson maybe. Did he give you aught?” 

«“ Not half a copper. No one gives to-day.” 

And yet, even there, in those poor twisted souls, 

I caught, in passing, glimpse of tiny flames. 

The one preserved a crippled wife from want, 

The other gave to poorer than himself. 


Within, the pealing organ lifted souls 
For a brief space above their daily toil,— 
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‘Soothed some, and gave to some brief glimpse of 
heaven. 

And Christ stood gazing on the sombre throng, 

And on the windows where His Passion flamed, 

And passed unseen among them, and I watched. 

In some the flame leaped fitfully, and sank, 

And yet they were more hopeful than before, 

_ And knew not why. In some the flame burned bright 

And lit them like a sanctuary light. 

I looked to see the organist aflame, 

So heavenly sweet the music he evoked, 

So purely worshipful, so full of joy. 

But lo, his flame was scarcely visible,— 

His playing was for praise of men, not God,— 

His thoughts, through all his noble harmonies, 

Were of the earth. He could lift other souls 

To heaven, but did content himself with less. 

And he in priestly robes, who read a prayer, 

No brighter shone. To him as well, it was 

No act of love for Sweet Love’s own sweet sake, 

But duty to be done, and sooner better done. 

The short hour ended, all streamed out, and we,— 

They to their common rounds, uplifted all 

By this retreat within God’s quietness. 


Then Christ stood watching, where the six streets 

meet,— 
Where London’s heart beats strongest, pulsing new 
Red blood through all her veins and arteries, 
And corpuscles diverse, for good and ill. 
A wondrous sight !—as His eyes lingered on 
Those hurrying multitudes, great waves of flame 
Swept through them, rose and fell, and brightly 
| burned 
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In unexpected places. There, for one, 

In that great burly constable, who held 
The traffic in the hollow of his hand. 
Olympian power was his, and yet his heart 
Was tender to all smaller things, and he, 
The inner unseen soul of him, served God 
According to his lights. But here again,— 
A City magnate, portly and well-fed, 
Reeking prosperity at every pore, 

Without one single spark of flame in him 
Even under that all-quickening glance! And there, 
A gutter-peddler selling penny toys, 

His raiment poor, his face subdued and sad, 
Yet in his heart a flame serene and bright, 
He too served God according to his light. 


But for the most part, sadly shrunk and small, 
The flames sank down after that upward burst, 
And Christ watched sadly their fast-dwindling fires. 
And then I saw His eyes light up at sight 
Of the great text on that vast-pillared front,— 
“The Earth is the Lord’s and the Fulness thereof.” 
And He looked round to see the effect of it. 
But save Himself—and me, because of him,— 
None other saw it; some had never seen, 
Nor ever would, their senses glued to earth. 
He sighed, and passing on beside the Bank, 
Espied a doorway buzzing like a hive, 
And entered unperceived. But I, when I 
Would follow, was debarred, and stood outside 
Till He should come again. It was not long. 
He came, with stern-set face like to the face 
He wore when, with a knotted cord, he drove 
The dealers from the Temple long ago. 
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Small room for Him where Mammon held full sway, 
And all who served him wrestled in the slime 
Of their hot bargainings for self and pelf. 


We passed to wide drab streets of poorer mien, 

With seething hives behind them full of life. 

And here again, to my astonishment, 

Flames leaped to meet Him, blazing full and 
strong ;— 

The elemental virtues seed and fruit 

Among the poor more freely than the rich,— 

Sharing of burdens and sweet Charity, 

Which covereth the multitude of sins. 

And that sad face became less stern and sad 

As He passed on from street to street, and found 

So much of good in such unhopeful ground. 


Then to the West He turned once more, amid 
The falling night, and, near the Abbey, stood 

To watch long serried files of marching men, 
With sober faces hastening to the war. 

And here were many .flames and wondrous bright, 
And yet his face was pained and sad beyond 

The possibilities of sadness. He, 

The Prince of Peace, and these, not few of them, 
His followers, hastening to the war. 

He raised a hand in blessing pitiful, 

And once again the flames burned wondrous bright ; 
And they went on, recharged, to face their doom. 


Long hours we spent in places strange to me, 
_ For where the people thronged He went, and I 
Went with Him, nor could do aught else. 
And here were light and laughter, and much mirth, 
But of a texture so attenuate 
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That none could help perceive its poverty. 
And here at best the flames were flickering sparks ; 
And His sweet face was tragically sad. 


And so, at last, beneath the midnight sky, 

We stood beside the Circus fountain, 

Watching, watching, watching all that passed, 

And here, indeed, the flames were small and few, 

For in that midnight traffic of the streets 

None thought of Him, nor ever one desired. 

Then, as I watched, I saw Him raise His face 

To heaven, and O it was a sad, sad face !— 

The saddest face that mortal man e’er saw. 

He raised His hands. I saw the wounds,—They 
bled, 

As when His weight hung from them on the cross. 


Then, in a moment, He was gone, 
And I alone. 


From out the passing throng one came to me, 
In goodly raiment, fair to look upon ; 
She laid a white hand on my arm, and smiled, 
Smiled more than winningly, and in my ear 
Chanted, below her breath, the little song 
Of life and death,— 
‘Come let us eat and drink, and merry be! 
Life is so short,—so long eternity.” 
Then, gazing in my face, still full of Him, 
She flung away with jibe and laughter light, 
“ He’s crazy. Yes, I saw it in his eyes,’— 
- And turned and joined her sisters of the night. 
And I went on alone. 


103 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


THE SPREAD TABLE 


‘Thou preparedst a table before me in the presence of mine 
enemies.’ 


The Powers of Ill with fury rage, 
And Life’s assembled hosts engage, 
With every cunning equipage. 


The Beasts Without crouch at the spring, 
With fell intent and menacing, 
The Grace of Life to rend and wring. 


The Beasts Within lie coiled about 
The will and heart, and swiftly out 
When Faith and Hope fall on misdoubt. 


But lo !—within their sight, 

A table fair is spread, 

A table fair and white, 

With Wine and Broken Bread,— 

With Red Red Wine and Broken Bread 
All amply plenishéd. 

And at its head, 

In torn white gown, 

With blood-sweat in His matted hair 
Beneath the twisted crown, 

The Lord Christ kneels in His despair, 
Bowed in an agony of prayer, 

His face sunk in His wounded hands,— 
And waits... . And there,— 

His table waiting stands. 
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THE GOODLY COMPANY 


Thou with us, and we with Thee, 
Maketh goodly company, 

Proof against all villainy, 

Strong to vanquish tyranny ; 
Thou with us, and we with Thee 
Maketh goodly company. 


Who would fight a goodly fight 
Must have cause both just and right, 
Then, with God’s good oversight, 
He in mail of proof is dight ; 

Who would fight a goodly fight 
Must have cause both just and right. 


Who would God upon his side, 

And with Him would be allied, 

By God’s will his course must guide ; 
Fully then he’s fortified, 

Who hath God upon his side, 

And with Him is close allied. 


THE MASTER-CARVER 


The Master-Carver’s father came 

‘To the carving school each day. 

He was old and frail, but still the flame 
Of Hope lit up his lingering way ; 

For he would carve himself a name, 
And none would his great hope gainsay. 


His poor old hands were cramped and cold, 
His eyes were not what they had been ; 
If he must live on what he sold 
His living truly had been lean. 
105 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


But all the others, young and old, 
Encouraged him success to win. 


And every night, when all had gone, 
The Master-Carver would come in, 
And, seated at the bench alone, 

Would trim and fine each crooked line, 
In ways that he had made his own, 
And vest with grace the poor design. 


And when the old man came next day, 
He'd catch his breath,—-“ Did I do this? 
I’m getting on,’—he’d gaily say, 

“ This really is a pretty piece ; 

Now, very soon, I’ll pay my way 

And justify your kindnesses.”’ 


So, too, with us, the Master-mind 
In secret smooths the crooked lines, 
With tools that cut but to be kind, 
As tenderly He shapes and fines 
Our lives to that His Love designed, 
Till we become His worthy shrines. 


THE DEAD DOG 


Only a dog,—and dead at that, 

A poor, old, wretched, worn-out beast,— 
A homeless, friendless, pariah dog, 

Not much accounted in the East. 


Too old at last to filch his food, 
He laid him in the dusty road 
Upon his shrunken side, 
Drew in his feet, curled backs his lips, 
And died. 
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And not one mourned him. 
Living—none owned, and dead—all scorned him. 


- “© He stinks,’”’ said one who passed. 


And one,—“ Well dead at last.” 

“ The filthy brute !”—a third. 

All men at him did gird. 

“ He breeds corruption,” said a priest, 
And drew his robes the closer lest 

He catch the pest. 

Not one regret from any 

For the poor dead beast. 


And then, along the dusty road, 
The Master came,— 

The Rabbi, Doctor of the Gentiles, 
In his fame. 

For word of him had spread, 

And all men watched him 

With observant eyes, 

To carp and criticise. 


His glance fell on this other homeless thing, 
Fouler in death 

Than when, with fetid breath, 

He skulked his scraps among the off-scouring. 


But when the others their disgust displayed,— 
« Yet see,” the Master gently said, 
“ What fair white teeth the poor dog had !” 


They saw corruption only. He, beneath, 
Found virtue in the fair white teeth. 


Some good in everything you'll find, 
If you but keep an open mind. 
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VOLVO 


Volvo, the Clown, in his old age, turned monk, 

But, lacking aptitude, ere long was sunk 

In melancholy; for his untrained tongue 

Murdered the prayers, and his weird chanting wrung 
His neighbours’ withers till they were unstrung, 
And he to silence by their frowns was stung. 


His humble soul was drowned in dire distress, 
Lonely he wandered, full of heaviness, 

Shunning his fellows, daring not to tell 

How this, his hoped-for heaven, was more like hell. 


But, rambling in the cellars one dark day,— 
Forcing his rough old tongue to chant and pray, 
Until the stridor of his grunts and groans 

Warped in their beds the old foundation stones,— 
He lighted on an image, old and worn, 

Of her of whom the Saviour Christ was born. 

And knelt him down and gazed at her. And she 
Returned his gaze with sweet benignity. 

Old was the image, dusty, dim, yet nought 

Could hide from him the beauty that he sought. 


So long he knelt there, in profound despair 

At his sad lack of skilfulness in prayer, 

That his old limbs grew cramped and stiff and sore ; 
And, their accustomed temper to restore, 

He stood upon his head and kicked full-free, 

And then rejoicing in his powers’ recovery, 

He turned cart-wheels as he had done of yore, 
Until the sweat ran out of every pore. 


_ And as he whirled, heels over head, it seemed 
To him, that on the Virgin’s face there gleamed 
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A sweet approving smile, as though in truth 

She found delight in worship so uncouth. 

Sure she had never seen the like before ; 

He was right glad, and tumbled more and more. 


Thereafter, every day Volvo retired 

To that dark cellar, and, his whole soul fired 

With this new worship where he did excel, 

Threw cart-wheels by the hour, and threw them well. 


At last, 

One caught him at it, and, with face aghast, 

Sped to the Abbot, dragged him thither fast, 
Speechless with horror at the awful sight, 

Palsied with fear lest heaven the house should smite. 


The wise old Abbot held him still, and stood, 
And said a prayer, and saw that here was good. 
« With all his might he worships as he can. 
And more than that comes not to mortal man.” 
And as they watched,—so runs the story yet,— 
The smiling Virgin bent and wiped the sweat, 
With her own hand off Volvo’s dripping face, 
In token of her understanding grace. 


THE WANDERING JEW 


“ Go quicker, Jesus |” 

Kartaphilos said, 

And smote The Prisoner on the head, 
As He left the Judgment Hall. 


“T go!” The Christ replied, 
“ But thou . . . for that foul blow,— 
Linger thou here upon this side, 
Until I bid thee go!” 
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And so,—through all the centuries since then, 
Undying, Kartaphilos drags his chain 

Of lengthening years the wide world over, 
Weary and fain ; 

Soul-shrunken, life’s lamp dim, 

He craves sweet Death, but all in vain ; 
Death passes by with cold disdain, 

And will have none of him. 


Hungering for that which most men dread, 
He dies not, nor can die, 

Until the Lord Christ come again 

To loose his misery. 


Nought dies—thought, word, or deed, once given, 
Lives on and on and makes for hell or heaven. 


DIAMOND DUST 


My Lady walks on diamond dust, 

All meaner causey scorning, 

On diamond dust, on diamond dust, 
Upon a sunny morning ;— 

On diamond dust petal she must, 
Since, all for her adorning, 

Earth’s crust becomes just diamond dust 
Upon a sunny morning. 


Ten thousand million gleaming eyes 
Meet hers with merry twinkles, 
And her quick feet with sparkles greet 
And tiny rainbow-sprinkles. 
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And when she climbs the stile to cross 
The shimmering, dew-drenched meadow, 
Each blade of grass that sees her pass, 
To kiss her hem flings out a gem, 

Which dies in her sweet shadow. 


So jewels rare are everywhere 

- To welcome her sweet passing ; 
They are, I swear, beyond compare, 
All earthly gems surpassing. 
And so she walks on jewels fair, 
All meaner causey scorning, 
On jewels rare beyond compare, 
On every sunny morning. 


NO MAN GOETH ALONE 


Where one is, 
There am I,— 
No man goeth alone ! 


Though he fly to earth’s remotest bound, 
Though his soul in the depths of sin be drowned,— 


No man goeth alone ! | 


Though he take him the wings of fear, and flee 
Past the outermost realms of light ; 

Though he weave him a garment of mystery, 
And hide in the womb of night,— 


No man goeth alone ! 


Though apart in the city’s heart he dwell, 
Though he wander beyond the stars, 

Though he bury himself in his nethermost hell, 
And vanish behind the bars,— 


No man goeth alone ! 
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For I, God, am the soul of man, 
And none can Me dethrone. 
Where one is, 
There am I,— 

No man goeth alone ! 


ROSEMARY 


Singing, she washed 

Her baby’s clothes, 

And, one by one, 

As they were done, 

She hung them in the sun to dry, 
She hung them on a bush hard by, 
Upon a waiting bush hard by, 

A glad expectant bush hard by, 

To dry in the sweet of the morning. 


The while, her son, . 

Her little son, 

Lay kicking, gleeful, 

In the sun,— 

Her little, naked, Virgin son. 


O wondrous sight! Amazing sight !— 
The Lord, who did the sun create, 
Lay kicking with a babe’s delight, 
Regardless of His low estate, 

In joy of nakedness elate, 

In His own sun’s fair light ! 


And all the sweet, sweet, sweet of Him 
Clave to the bush, and still doth cleave, 
And doth forevermore outgive 
The fragrant holy sweet of Him. 
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Where’er it thrives 
That bush forthgives 
The faint, rare, sacred sweet of Him. 


So—ever sweet, and ever green, 
Shall Rosemary be Queen. 


KING’S DAUGHTERS 


O Maids, and Mothers of the race, 
And of the race that is to be, 

To you is given, in these dark days, 
A vast responsibility. 


Ye are all daughters of The King, 
Whatever your estate may be,— 

Or young or old, or rich or poor, 

Or wife or maid,—King’s Daughters ye ! 


And The King calls—to every soul 
That follows in His courtly train,— 
“ Now bear ye gallantly for Me, 

My service is the world’s high gain !’ 


So much of all the future holds 
Is in your hands for good or ill; 
You are God’s finest instruments 
For working out His mighty will. 


Remember !—as you bear you now, 
So Britain’s future shall be great, 
—Or small. To your true hearts is given 
A sovereign duty to the state. 
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Be brave, be wise, be strong, be true! 
Cleanse life of all its hidden shame! 
Nor tolerate one smallest thing 

That casts a smirch on Britain’s fame! 


So—bear you nobly! Do your part! 
Leave it to God to spread the leaven. 
Each evil thing you check or slay 
Lifts all the world one step to heaven, 


And pray! For prayer doth much avail 
To lift the world to nobler things. 
Pray, work, and live as unto Him, 
The Lord of Lords, and King of Kings ! 


THE TWO MEN 


Two men in me I find, 
Of very different mind,— 
One strives at times for good, 
And one, in earthlier mood, 
With lower things is strangely intertwined. 


The one is not all ills, 
The other grace reveals ; 

But yet they are so mixed, 

My soul doth stand betwixt, 
And neither one nor other all fulfils. 


I can but take my stand, 
And bear a lusty hand,— 
This one; my best to aid, 
And that, to embuscade, 
And leave it all to You who understand. 
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LAGGARD SPRING 


Winter hung about the ways, 

Very loth to go. 

Little Spring could not get past him, 
Try she never so. 


This side,—that side, everywhere, 
Winter held the track. 

Little Spring sat down and whimpered, 
Winter humped his back. 


Summer called her,—‘‘ Come, dear, come ! 
Why do you delay >” 

“Come and help me, Sister Summer, 
Winter blocks my way.”’ 


Little Spring tried everything, 

Sighs and moans and tears ; 

Winter howled with mocking laughter 
Covered her with jeers. 


Winter, rough old surly beggar, 
Practised every vice, 

Pelted her with hail and snow storms, 
Clogged her feet with ice. 


But, by chance at last they caught him 
Unawares one day, 

Tied his hands and feet, and dancing, 
Sped upon their way. 
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THE HASTY WORD 


I wounded my love with a hasty word, 
And kissed the wound to heal it ; 
And my dear love at once declared 
She could no longer feel it. 
So she forgave, and we forgot, 
And so the hasty wound was not. 


I wounded my love with a bitter word, 
And then forgot to heal it ; 
And my dear love the pain endured, 
And ever did conceal it. 
She might forgive ; she might forget ; 
But the pain of that wound is with me yet. 


LOVE CONQUERS ALL 


Life in death, and death in Life,— 

Love conquers all ! 
Hope and Faith may die in strife,— 

Love conquers all ! 
Darkest night still holds the dawn, 
Darkest life hath Love in pawn ;— 

Love conquers all ! 


S. ELIZABETH’S LEPER 


«“ My lord, there came unto the gate 
One, in such pitiful estate, 

So all forlorn and desolate, 

Ill-fed, ill-clad, of ills compact ; 

A leper too,—his poor flesh wracked 
And dead, his very bones infect ; 

Of all God’s sons none so abject. 


116 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


I could not, on the Lord’s own day, 
Turn such a stricken one away. 

In pity him I took, and fed, 

And happed him in our royal bed.” 


“ A leper !—in our bed !—Nay then, 
My Queen, thy charities do pass 

The bounds of sense at times! A bane 
On such unwholesome tenderness ! 
Dost nothing owe to him who shares 
Thy couch, and suffers by thy cares? 


“ He could have slept upon the floor, 
And left you still his creditor. 

A leper !—in my bed !—God’s truth! 
Now out on such stupendous ruth!” 


He strode in anger towards the bed, 

And lo !— 
The Christ, with thorn-crowned head, 
Lay there in sweet sleep pillowéd. 


WANTED—A MAN! 


What we lack and sorely need, 

For want of which we bleed, and bleed, 

Is men of a more Godly breed.— 

Honest men in highest places ; 

Men with single aims and faces ; 

Men whose nobler thought outpaces 

Thought of self, or power, or pelf ;— 

Men whose axes need no grinding ; 

Men who are not always minding 

First their own concerns, and blinding 
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Their souls’ eyes to larger things.— 
Men of wide and Godly vision ; 
Men of quick and wise decision ; 
Men who shrink not at derision ae 
Men whose souls have wings. 


O for one such man among us,— 
One among the mobs that throng us, 
And for self-advance do wrong us ! 
Him we would acclaim,— 

Hold in highest estimation, 
Reverence with consecration, 

As the saviour of the nation, 

Dower him with fame. 


Lord, now raise us such a man,— 
Patriot, not partisan,— 


And complete Thy mighty plan ! 


HANDMAIDS OF THE KING 


Gentle hands and tireless feet, 

Faces high, and calm, and sweet, 

Courage that knows no defeat ;— 
Handmaids of The King. 


Ministering angels all, 

Instant to each sudden call, 

Uplift high and magical ;— 
Handmaids of The King. 


Quick to see and understand, 
Prompt to answer each demand, 
Strong the heaviest strain to stand ;— 
Handmaids of The King. 
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Lips that shape to kindliest smiles, 

Cheer that weariness beguiles, 

Helping lame dogs over stiles ;— 
Handmaids of The King. 


Christly work, that suffering cures, 

Combats pain, and peace procures, 

Christly work, indeed, is yours ;— 
Handmaids of The King. 


THE CHILD OF THE MAID 


On Christmas Day The Child was born, 
On Christmas Day in the morning ;— 
—To tread the long way lone and lorn, 
—To wear the bitter crown of thorn, 
—To break the heart by man’s sins torn, 
—To die at last the Death of Scorn. 
For this The Child of the Maid was born, 
On Christmas Day in the morning. 


— 


But that first day when He was born, 
Among the cattle and the corn, 

The sweet Maid-Mother wondering, 
And sweetly, deeply, pondering 

The words that in her heart did ring, 
Unto her new-born king did sing,— 


“My baby, my baby, 
My own little son, 
Whence come you, 
Where go you, 

My own little one? 
Whence come you? 
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Ah now, unto me all alone 

That wonder of wonders is properly known. 
Where go you? 

Ah, that now, ’tis only He knows, 

Who sweetly on us, dear, such favour bestows. 
In us, dear, this day is some great work begun,— 
Ah me, little son dear, I would it were done ! 

I wonder . . . I wonder... 
And—wish—it—were—done ! 


“ © little, little feet, dears, 

So curly, curly sweet !— 

How will it be with you, dears, 
When all your work’s complete ? 


O little, little hands, dears, 

That creep about my breast !— 

What great things you will do, dears, 
Before you lie at rest! 


O softest little head, dear, 

It shall have a crown of gold, 
For it shall have great honour 
Before the world grows old! 


O sweet, white, soft round body, 
It shall sit upon a throne! 

My little one, my little one, 
Thou art the Highest’s son ! 


All this the angel told me, 

And so I’m sure it’s true, 

For he told me who was coming,— 

And that sweet thing is YOU.” 
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On Christmas Day The Child was born, 
On Christmas Day in the morning ;— 
—He trod the long away, lone and lorn, 
—He wore the bilter crown of thorn, 
—His hands and feet and heart were torn, 
— He died at last the Death of Scorn. 
But through His coming Death was slain, 
That you and I might live again. 


For this The Child of The Maid was born, 
On Christmas Day in the morning. 


WHAT CAN A LITTLE CHAP DO? 


What can a little chap do 
For his country and for you ? 
What can a little chap do ? 


He can play a straight game all through ;— 
That's one good thing he can do. 


He can fight like a Knight 
For the Truth and the Right ;— 
That's another good thing he can do. 


He can shun all that’s mean, 
He can keep himself clean, 
Both without and within ;— 
That's a very fine thing he can do. 


His soul he can brace 
Against everything base, 
And the trace will be seen 
All his life in his face ;— 
That's an excellent thing he can do. 
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He can look to the Light, 
He can keep his thoughts white, 
He can fight the great fight, 
He can do with his might 
What is good in God’s sight ;— 
Those are truly great things he can do. 


Though his years be but few, 
If he keep himself true 
He can march in the queue 
Of the Good and the Great, 
Who battled with fate 
And won through ;— 
That's a wonderful thing he can do. 


And—in each little thing 

He can follow Tue Kina, 

Yes—-in each smallest thing 

He can follow Tur Kine,— 

He can follow Tue Curist, THe Kine. 


BENEDICAMUS DOMINO! 


When Joys brim to overflow, — 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When our hearts are numb with woe,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When Love’s golden lamps do glow,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When the sweet oil runneth low,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When Life’s chalice full doth grow,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 
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When it suffers overthrow,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When Youth’s rich red roses blow, — 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When Life’s storms the petals strow,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When we triumph o’er the Foe,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When the fight doth bring us low, — 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When the things we cling to go,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When we know not what we know, 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


When we crave,—and Thou sayest “ No!”’— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


Soon above, as now below,— 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


Heaven and Earth Thy Love do show ; 
How should we Thy praise forego? 
Benedicamus, Benedicamus, 
Benedicamus Domino ! 


WHEN HE TRIES THE HEARTS OF MEN 


As gold is tried in the furnace, 
So He tries the hearts of men ; 
And the dwale and the dross shall suffer loss, 
When He tries the hearts of men. 
123 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


And the wood, and the hay, and the stubble 
Shall pass in the flame away, 

For gain is loss, and loss is gain, 

And treasure of earth is poor and vain, 

When He tries the hearts of men. 


As gold is refined in the furnace, 

So He fines the hearts of men. 

The purge of the flame doth rid them of shame, 
When He tries the hearts of men. 

O, better than gold, yea, than much fine gold, 
When He tries the hearts of men, 

Are Faith, and Hope, and Truth, and Love, 
And the Wisdom that cometh from above, 
When He tries the hearts of men. 


UP!—AND ON! 


A ScHoo.t Sone 


Lives are in the making here, 
Hearts are in the waking here, 
Mighty undertaking here. 
Up !—and On! 
We are arming for the fight, 
Pressing on with all our might, 
Pluming wings for higher flight. 
Up !—and On! 
Cuorus— 
Up, boys! Truest fame 
Lies in high endeavour. 
Play the game! Keep the flame 
Burning brightly ever ! 
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Fair before us lies the way, 
Time for work and time for play, 
Fill the measure while we may. 
Up !—and On ! 
Life and Time will not delay, 
Time is running fast away, 
Life is Now—to-day, to-day ! 
Up !—and On 


Foes in plenty we shall meet ; 
Hearts courageous scorn defeat ; 
So we press, with eager feet, 
Up !—and On! 
Ever onward to the fight, 
Ever upward to the Light, 
Ever true to God and Right. 
Up !—and On! 


IS LIFE WORTH LIVING? 


Is life worth living ? 

It depends on your believing ;— 

If it ends with this short span, 

Then is man no better than 

The beasts that perish. 

But a Loftier Hope we cherish. 

“Life out of Death” is written wide 

Across Life’s page on every side. 

We cannot think as ended, our dear dead who died. 


What room is left us then for doubt or fear ? 
Love laughs at thought of ending—there, or here. 
God would lack meaning if this world were all, 
And this short life but one long funeral. 
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God is! Christ loves! Christ lives! 

And by His Own Returning gives 

Sure pledge of Immortality. 

The first-fruits—He ; and we— 

The harvest of His victory. 

The life beyond shall this life far transcend, 
And Death is the Beginning—not the End ! 


RED BREAST 


I saw one hanging on a tree, 
And O his face was sad to see,— 
Misery, misery me ! 


There were berries red upon his head, 
And in his hands, and on his feet, 

But when I tried to pick and eat, 

They were his blood, and he was dead ;— 


Misery, misery me ! 


It broke my heart to see him there, 

So lone and sad in his despair ; 

The nails of woe were through his hands, 
And through his feet,—ah, misery me ! 


With beak and claws I did my best 

To loose the nails and set him free, 

But they were all too strong for me ;— 
Misery, misery me / 


I picked and pulled, and did my best, 
And his red blood stained all my breast ; 
I bit the nails, I pecked the thorn, 
O, never saw I thorn so worn ; 
But yet I could not get him free ;—- 
Misery, misery me ! 
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And never since have I feared man, 
But ever I seek him when I can, 
And let him see the wish in me 

To ease him of his misery. 


RECKONING DAY 


There shall come a Day of Reckoning 
For everything under the sun, 

A day of fullest accounting 

For the things that have been done, 
And a day of equal chastisement 

For the more things left undone. 


And in that Great Proscription, 
When they open out the scrolls, 
There will be some dire revealings, 
And a sifting out of souls, — 

A levelling-up and a levelling-down, 
And a levying of tolls. 


O happy the men whose souls are clean, 
When that day of reckoning comes ; 
When, far and near, the nations hear 
The roll of the tocsin drums. 

To the quickened ear even now is clear 
The muttering of the drums. 


Woe, then, to the grinders of the poor, 

And the makers of misrule ! 

When the red drums beat, every man will meet 
His Judge Unmerciful.' 

For the wrongs of life have been deep and rife, 
And the cup was overfull. 
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THE BURDENED ASS 
(An ALLEGORY) 


One day, as I travelled the highway alone, 

I heard, on in front, a most dolorous groan ; 

And there, round the corner, a weary old ass 

Was nuzzling the hedge for a mouthful of grass. 
The load that he carried was piled up so high 

That it blocked half the road and threatened the sky. 
Indeed, of himself I could see but a scrap, 

And expected each minute to see that go snap ; 

For beneath all his load I could see but his legs, 
And they were as thin as the thinnest clothes-pegs. 


I said, “‘O most gentle and innocent beast, 

Say,—why is your burden so greatly increased ? 

Who loads you like this, beyond reason and right ? 

Is it done for a purpose, or just out of spite ? 

Is it all your own treasures you have in your pack, 

That crumples your backbone and makes your ribs 
crack ? 

It is really too much for an old ass’s back.” 


«Treasures !’—he groaned, through a lump of 
chewed grass, 

“« Are they treasures? I don’tknow. I’m only the ass 

That carries whatever they all like to pack 

On my load, without thought of my ribs or my back. 

I know there are heaps of things there that I hate, 

But it’s always been so. I guess it’s my fate.” 

And he flicked his long ears, and switched his thin tail, 

_ And rasped his rough neck with a hinder-foot nail. 
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“There are fighting-men somewhere up there, and 
some fools, 

And _ talking-men—heaps—who have quitted their 
stools 

To manage the state and direct its affairs, 

And see, I suppose, that we all get our shares,— 

And ladies and lords, and their offspring and heirs, 

And their flunkeys and toadies, and merchants and 
wares.— 

And parsons and lawyers,—O heaps,—in that box, 

And big folk and small folk, and all kinds of crocks. 


“ That mighty big bale ?— Poison, that,—for the people; 

Whatever else lacks they must still have their tipple. 

That’s The Trade, don’t you know, that no one can 
shackle,— 

‘Vested Int’rests,’ they call it, and that kind of cackle. 


“Why the Bishops themselves dare not tackle the 
tipple, 

For it props up the church and at times builds a 
steeple.” 


(A strangely ingenuous old ass, you perceive, 
Whom any shrewd rascal could easily deceive.) 


“That other big bale?—What I said,— fighting 
things,— 

Ammunition and guns and these new things with 
wings ; 

O yes, they bulk big, but we need them,—for why ?— 

If we hadn’t as much as the others have—why, 

They say we might just as well lie down and die. 


«“ Yon big bale on top 2—Ah! that its a big weight 
And that’s just the one of the lot I most hate. 
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That’s Capital, that is,—and landlords and such; 
And there seems to me sometimes a bit overmuch 
In that bale. But there, —I’m perhaps wrong again, 
Such matters are outside an old ass’s ken. 


“My fodder ? Oh well, you see,—no room for that. 

I pick as I go, and no chance to get fat. | 

That poison bulks large,—and the landlords, you 
see.3— 

And that Capital’s heavy as heavy can be. 

Someone’s bound to go short, and of course that one’s 


ME.” 


He kicked up one heel with a snort of disgust, 
And—sudden as though by a giant hand thrust, 

The top-heavy pack on his lean back revolved, 

Came crashing to earth, and in fragments dissolved. 


Much surprised,—the old ass, thus set free from his 
load, ‘a 

Picked out a soft spot in the nice dusty road, 

‘And laid him down on it and rolled in high glee, 

And, as he kicked this way and that, said to me,— 


“Say, Man, I have never enjoyed such a roll 

Since the day I was born, a silly young foal. 

Seems to me, if I’d had half the sense of an ass, 

I’d have long since got rid of that troublesome mass. 

But now that it’s down, why—down it shall stop, 

All my life’s been down under, but now I’m on top.” 

Then he came right-side up, pranced about on his 
load; 

And kicked it to pieces all over the road. 


And what all this means, I really can’t say. 
It may not mean much. But—again,—why, it may. 
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CHRIST AT THE BAR 


Christ stands at the bar of the world to-day, 
As He stood in the days of old, 

And still, as then, we do betray 

Our Lord for greed of gold. 


When our every deed and word and thought 
Should our fealty proclaim, 

Full oft we bring His name to nought 

And cover Him with shame. 


Not alone did Judas his Master sell, 
Nor Peter his Lord deny ; 

Each one who doth His love repel, 
Or at his guidance doth rebel, 

Doth the Lord Christ crucify. 


Like the men of old, we vote His death, 

Lest His life should interfere 

With the things we have, or the things we 
crave, 

Or the things we hold more dear. 


Christ stands at the bar of the world to-day, 
As He stood in the days of old. 

Let each man tax his soul and say,— 
«Shall I again my Lord betray 

For my greed, or my goods, or my gold ?” 


HAMMER AND ANVIL 


Hammer, Hammer, 
Strike your fill! 
Anvil, anvil, 
Lie there still ! 
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When you're the hammer, 
Strike your fill ! 

When you're the anvil, 
Lie there still! 


ELDER BROTHER 


Now, God be thanked that our dear Lord became 
Man, like us men !— 

Subject to man’s infirmities, 

But without stain. 


He suffered in our frail humanity 
The Cross, the pain,— 
To teach us that from earthly loss 
Comes heavenly gain. 


We could not look on Thy full glory, Lord, 
Nor bear the light. 

So Wisdom vailed the Light with Love, 

To suit our sight. 


Dear Elder Brother, to our succour sent, — 
Light clothed in Love,— 

For our souls’ full enfranchisement 

To joys above! 


WANDERED 


Our wilful feet had wandered far and wide. 
“And sore I longed for you close by My side.” 
Our path was bright, and gay with fruit and flower. ~ 
But just in front I saw the black clouds lower.” 
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Hard was Thy hand upon us in the way. 

“Oft I had called but you would not obey.” 
Rough was Thy call, Thy strokes have bruised us 

sore. 

“ But, oh, how light compared with those I bore !”’ 
Yea, Lord, we know ; we do confess our sin,— 

“ Hold fast My hand and I will lead you in.” 
Such grace is more than we had dared to claim. 

“ Ti was for this, beloved, that I came,” 


SANCTUARY 


*Mid all the traffic of the ways,— 
Turmoils without, within,— 
Make in my heart a quiet place, 
And come and dwell therein ! 


—A little shrine of quietness, 

All sacred to Thyself, 

Where Thou shalt all my soul possess, 
And I may find myself ; 


—A little shelter from Life’s stress, 
Where I may lay me prone, 

And bare my soul in lowliness, 

And know as I am known; 


—A solitude where I can think, 

A haven of retreat, 

Where of Thy Red Wine I may drink, 
And of Thy White Bread eat ; 


—A little silent, sacred place, 
Where we may commune hold ; 
Where Thy White Love shall me embrace 
And from the world enfold ; 
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—A little place of mystic grace, 
Of self and sin swept bare, 
Where I may look into Thy face, 
And tall with Thee in prayer. 


Come !—occupy my silent place, 
And make Thy dwelling there ! 
More grace is wrought in quietness 
Than any is aware. 


IN THE MASTER’S GARDEN 


The Master walked in His garden, 
Among the growing flowers, 

And the drooping ones and the thirsty 
He cheered with cooling showers. 


And here and there he checked a growth 
With his loving pruning-knife, 

That the plant more graciously might grow, 
And have a richer life. 


And as He slowly passed along, 

The beauty-growths he scanned, 

And bent and plucked one, here and there, 
And carried it in His hand. 


And some, with wondrous tenderness, 
To His lips He gently pressed, 

And fervent blessings breathed on them, 
And laid them in His breast. 


Not a flower that the Master gathers ~ 
Ever closes or withers away, 
But sweeter still and fairer grows, 
In the light of His full day. 
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GOD’S SUNSHINE 


Never—once—since the world began 

Has the sun ever once stopped shining. 

His face very often we could not see, 

And we grumbled at his inconstancy ; 

But the clouds were really to blame, not he, 
For, behind them, he was shining. 


And so—behind life’s darkest clouds, 

God’s love is always shining. 

We vail it at times with our faithless fears, 
And darken our sight with our foolish tears, 
But in time the atmosphere always clears, 
For His love is always shining. 


LITTLE BROWN SISTER 


O sweet... sweet... sweet, 

Little soul of musical fire !— 

Sweet-sweet-sweet . . . sweet .. . sweet 
sweet ... sweet. 

Little passion of pure white fire !— 

Sweet-sweet-sweet . . . sweet-sweet-sweet . 
sweet... sweet 


Little spirit of silvery fire, 
All athrob with high desire, 
Ever higher, higher, higher, 
To the gates of heaven aspire, 
Heart and wings that never tire, 
Throat of rippling silvery fire,— 
Sweet-sweet-sweet . . . sweet . . . sweet . 
sweet .. . sweet! 

How they all in you conspire 
To lift you higher, higher, 
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Ever nigher, nigher, nigher, 

To the heart of your desire ! 

Sweet-sweet-sweet . .. sweet . . . sweet 
sweet = .. sweet. 

Little soul of silvery fire, 

In yourself a perfect choir, 

A heavenly choir entire,— 

Of sweetest, purest, rarest, fairest, 

White-hot high desire ! 


O sweet ... sweet... sweet-sweet-sweet . . 


sweet . .. sweet 
Little soul of magical fire ! 


A LITTLE WORD 


I spoke a word,’ 
And no one heard ; 
I wrote a word, 
And no one cared, 
Or seemed to heed ; 
But after half a score of years 
It blossomed in a fragrant deed. 


Preachers and teachers all are we,— 
Sowers of seeds unconsciously. 

Our hearers are beyond our ken, 
Yet all we give may come again 
With usury of joy or pain. 

We never know 

To what one little word may grow. 
See to it then that all your seeds 

Be such as bring forth noble deeds. 
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THE PURGE OF THE FLAME 


Bound hand and foot, the blameless three 
Were flung into the seven-fold flame, 

But, to them in extremity, 

The Son of God for solace came, 

And walked with them, and talked with them ; 
And lo—the bound were free ! 


For that fierce flame, that overcame 
The mighty men that they were slain, 
Burned off the bonds of tyranny, 

And gave the conscientious three 
God’s liberty. 


So be it with us, Lord !—May this 
Fierce flame of untold sacrifice 
Burn off our bonds, and set us free 
For nobler service unto Thee, 
And wider ministry ! 


THE TRUTH SHALL SET YOU FREE 


Ay,—Truth in very truth would set us free ; 

But Life is shackled, hand and foot, with lies, 

And all the fortresses of Knavery 

Are built and buttressed with foul perjuries. 

If Truth’s white light could pierce Life’s clouded sky, 
And let men see things as they truly are, 

Full half the rulers of the world would lie 

Prisoners in chains before Life’s Judgment-Bar, 


Fathers of Lies, and High Diplomacies, 
Earth groans beneath the burden of your crimes! 
Come Truth, and therewith Peace, and swift release, 
And certitude of sweeter, nobler times ! 
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THERE IS NO DEATH 


There is no death,— 

They only truly live 

Who pass into the life beyond, and see 
This earth is but a school preparative 
For larger ministry. 


We call them “ dead,’ — 

But they look back and smile 

At our dead living in the bonds of flesh, 
And do rejoice that, in so short a while, 
Our souls will slip the leash. 


There is no death 

To those whose hearts are set 

On higher things than this life doth afford ; 
How shall their passing leave one least regret, 
Who go to join their Lord? 


S. ANTHONY AND COBBLER JOHN 


Anthony the Monk ~ 

Dwelt in the desert sands, alone with God, 
Beyond remotest ken of other men, 

And sought, by strictest due to every rite, 
With prayers and fastings of the eremite, 

To perfect life and make his soul more white. 


To Anthony the Monk 
There came, upon the still noon air, a voice, — 
«Saintly and pure thy life, My Anthony, 
And in it my sore heart doth much rejoice. 
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Yet, there in Alexandria, lives one 
More saintly still than thou,—old Cobbler John.” 
« T ord—how ?” 

“© Nay—that I leave to thee, My son.” 


So Anthony the Monk 

Took staff and gourd, and toiled across the waste 
To far-off Alexandria in haste ; 

And found the house, and said to Cobbler John,— 
“The fragrance of your saintliness is blown 

To heaven itself. I pray you make it known,— 
What do you then beyond all other men, 

That your sweet virtue has such great renown ?” 


“‘ Nay then,” said Cobbler John, 

Nor slacked one instant from his arduous toil, 

“T know of nought that should to God be known . . . 
Unless, indeed,” he said, perplexedly, 

«That every shoe I cobble is to me Christ’s own. 
To me it is, you see. And every one 

Is done my best for Him alone.” 


Then Anthony the Monk 

Bowed his gray head, and very humbly said,— 
“TI strove to make a saint of Anthony, 

You find the Christ in every man you see. 
Your way is best and you the more are blest.” 
He knelt and kissed the cobbler’s grimy fist, - 
And went,-—but went not back into the waste. 


PAUL AND AGRIPPA 


Pale from his prison, 
Before me stood the Jew, 
A man of humblest aspect, 
Shrunken, and bowed, 
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Blinking as one new risen, 

And half dazed, 

Yet unabashed, uncowed 

By all his sufferings. 

And, as I gazed, I knew 

Here was no common Jew. 

For, close beside him, by none other seen, 
(Festus saw nought, nor did Bernice, the Queen,) 
Stood one of mien transcendent,— 

Gracious, and wonderful, and stern, 

With eyes resplendent,— 

Eyes which all knowledge held,— 

Knowledge of all things past, all things to come ;— 
All I had done and all that I should do, 

That other knew, 

And in His presence, I forgot the Jew. 


And when the pale Jew spoke 

It was His voice I heard ; 

It was His soul looked at me 

Through the pale Jew’s eyes. 

Boldly he spoke and wondrous wise, 

My heart went out to him; 

Almost, indeed, he did persuade me to become 
A Christian like himself. 

And when I said as much, he flamed,— 

“TI would not only thou but all who hear me 
Were this day as I, save for these bonds.” 
And as he spoke, the Jew 

Was like a blazing lamp, 

And He who stood beside him 

Shone like the noonday sun. 


No wrong was here. I told them so. 
But, since the Jew had claimed his right, - 
140 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


To Cesar he must go. 

And I was sad for him. 

For such appeal to such an one 
Meant death. 


SO SHALL MY PRAYERS AVAIL 


Would that my prayers could ring you with safe 
shielding 
From all the ills that mortal life assail ! 
But only when to Him my best I’m yielding 
Shall my poor prayers avail. 


Only when over Life’s most sore temptation 
By His fair grace I shall at last prevail, 
Only when I with Him find acceptation, 
Shall my poor prayers avail. 


So—that my asking may attain fruition, 
That my desire for you in no wise fail, 
Bare unto God I turn in deep contrition,— 
So shall my prayers avail. 


BE STRONG! 


Stronger the soul which says,— 

“This is with purpose sent for my ennoblement, 
And on its knees in prayer doth bravely bear 
Its overweight of care, 

Than one which in its agony doth pray 

That its affliction may be taken away. 


God loves not to afflict, 

Yet sees at times the need, 

And firmly, tenderly, doth lead 

Our feet, by ways more strict,— 
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By straitened ways and clouded aya 
Up to the shining crest ; 

Where the aden a soul 

Looks back upon the whole 

Of those past days, and says,— 

“ His way, in truth, was best.” 


Pain is at times God’s minister, 
And suffering glorified, 

Since, sinless, for the sons of men, 
The Christ was crucified. 


HOW—WHEN— WHERE 


It is not so much where you live, 

As how, and why, and when you live, 
That answers in the affirmative, 

Or maybe in the negative, 

The question—Are you fit to live? 


It is not so much where you live, 
As how you live, and whether good 
Flows from you through your neighbourhood. 


And why you live, and whether you 
Aim high and noblest ends pursue, 
And keep Life brimming full and true. — 


And when you live, and whether Time 
Is at its nadir or its prime, 
And whether you descend or climb. 


It is not so much where you live, 
As whether while you live you live 
And to the world your highest give, 
And so make answer positive 
That you are truly fit to live. 
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CARRY ON!—AND MAKE IT SO 


We look to you—each one of you— 

To make Life better than before, 

For God is shaping all things new, 

And He has greater still in store. 
Carry on, Boys and Girls! Carry on! 
Carry on all !—and Make it so! 


Be clean—in body and in mind ! 

Think high, and live up to your thought ! 

In work well done more joy you'll find 

Than all that can by wealth be bought. 
Carry on, Boys and Girls! Carry on! 
Carry on, all!—and Make it so! 


Let every thought and word and deed 
Be kind and honest, brave and true ! 
Never refuse another’s need, 
Do as you'd have him do to you! 
Carry on, Boys and Girls! Carry on! 
Carry on, all !—and Make it so! 


Be strong! Be patient! Pray for grace 
To bear you steadfast through all ill ! 
_ Against all evil set your face, 
And bravely do your Master’s will ! 
~ Carry on, Boys and Girls! Carry on! 
Carry on, all!—and Make it so! 


Do all you do as unto Him 

Who keeps you ever in His sight ! 

Remember—when the ways are dim, 

He is The Way, The Truth, The Light. 
Carry on, Boys and Girls! Carry on! 
Carry on, all!—and Make it so! 
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Look to The Light with hearts aflame ! 
Fight every evil thing you meet ! 
And never stain your Captain’s name, 
Nor suffer Him to know defeat ! 
Carry on, Boys and Girls! Carry on! 
Carry on, all!—and Make it so! 


Ik¥—_ ! 


If—by one touch of Their Omnipotence, 
God the Creator, Christ the Redeemer, 
Laid upon all mankind Their will this day, 
Think what might be 


Think what would be 

If every man throughout the whole wide world 
Allowed the God within him fullest sway, 
Obeyed the highest dictates of his soul, 

Did right for Right’s own sake, without a thought 
For his own good or gain. 
Think—what—would—be ! 


Wrong would die instant death. The gaping wounds 
Of all Time’s centuries of ill would heal. 

The quick, full-rounded pulse of life would beat 

As ne’er before, 

And God’s Own Peace would everywhere have sway 
For evermore. 


Men would all strive each for his neighbour’s good, 

And all mankind form one Great Brotherhood, 

Self-seeking, self-aggrandisement, no more 

With broken shards would strew His temple-floor, 
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No more would twist His image all awry, 
Nor doom His sons in senseless rivalry 
By the red sword’s arbitrament to die. 


When, as in heaven, on earth His mill is done, 
God’s kingdom in the heart of man will come. 


LIFE—AND LIFE 


A bubble on a rain-splashed stream,— 
Come—gone ; 

A troubled sleep, a broken dream,— 
Soon flown ; 

A passing cloud, a fleeting gleam,— 
Wind-blown, 

Is man’s life here ;— 

In terms of God's eternity 

A short diurnity. 


But there— 

Beyond the golden vail, 

West of the shining sunset trail, 
What joys are his,—— 

What solving of all mysteries,’ 
What mighty glories of release, 
What wonders of the soul’s increase, 
What ecstasies of untold bliss, 
Through all eternity are his ! 


Tis surely meeter far, and sweeter 

To consider these 

Than in despairing mood to brood 

On Life’s gray mysteries. 

For no amount of brooding will 

One moment stay the mighty wheel 
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Which, God's great purpose to fulfil, 
Turns on, and on, and on, until— 
He makes an end. 


Then, with clear eyes, we shall look back 
Along the rough and tortuous track, 
And from the shining sunset crest 
Where we at last have found His rest, 
Shall say,— 
«“ We wandered long and nilfully, 
We could not see, we would not see ; 
But now we thank Him grate fully ;— 
His way was best ; His way was best.” 


DEMOS IS IN THE SADDLE 


Demos is in the saddle ; 

Look him fair and square in the face ; 
He has padded so long in the gutter, 
Now he claims a more equal place. 


And the sooner we accept it, 

And admit his right to be there, 
And treat him as brother and equal, 
The better the world will fare. 


The walls of division are falling ; 
Beware how you prop them up !— 
For Demos is in the saddle, 

And he carries the world on the crup. 
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LOVE CASTS OUT FEAR 


Love 

Casts out Fear 

Like a pestilent garment, 
For Fear is a torment 
Which worketh sore ferment 
In Life’s noble cheer. 


Bare before God 

Stands the love that abideth. 

Love at its best 

Stands the test, undistressed, 

And nought hideth ; 

For Love in Love’s honour confideth. 


Yea, Love at the full 

Gives its all, 

Nor withholdeth 

Its best in the giving ; 

And in its receiving 

Takes all that is given 

As good gift of heaven. 

For God, The All-Giver, 
Loves Love’s greatest giving, 
Nor ever withholdeth 
From happy receiver, 

And happier giver, 

The Crown of Love’s all 

In His joys mystical. 
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KINSMAN !—CANST THOU FORGET? 


I love to think upon Thy human need, 

Thy baby fingers groping for the breast, 

Thy white limbs on Thy mother’s knees astrid, 
Thy soft head croodling down into its nest, 


I love to think upon those hidden years, 

When just a boy Thou wast, with other boys,— 
Sharing their hopes, their ventures and their fears, 
And jubilant with them in all their joys. 


I love to think on Thy humanity, 

Seeking God’s Way, with ever-opening eyes, 
Through the thronged courts of earthly vanity, 
To that last crowning grace of Sacrifice. 


I love to think upon Thy dust-stained feet, 
That ached and hardened with the stony road, 
And craved relief from parch of noonday heat 
In each cool stream that by the wayside flowed. 


I love to think upon Thy needfulness, 
That made the sinner’s kiss upon Thy feet 
Balm for old Simon’s lack of heedfulness, 
And to Thy want a joy most exquisite. 


I love to think upon Thy human-ness 

That welcomed sundown and the close of day, 
Which left Thee free, for just a little space, 
To climb the hill, and sit, and think, and pray. 


I love Thy craving for sweet loneliness, 
When the strain grew past human strength to bear ; 
I love Thy gracious calm amid the stress, 
Yea—and the anguish of Thy last despair. 
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Though Thou wast God, yet truly wast Thou man,— 
Man like myself, since Thou life’s round hast trod ; 
So, by Thy human sufferings, I can 

Claim Thee as Brother yet acclaim Thee God. 


Forget, Thou canst not.—God Thou art and man. 
Thou too hast borne the yoke and kissed the rod. 
By that, O Kinsman, to the full I can 

Feel Thee my Brother, Father, Mother,— God, 


FOLLOW ME! 


Lord, I would follow, but— 

First, I would see what means that wondrous call 
That peals so sweetly through: Life’s rainbow hall, 
That thrills my heart with quivering golden chords, 
And fills my soul with joys seraphical. 


Lord, I would follow, but— 

First, I would leave things straight before I go,— 
Collect my dues, and pay the debts I owe; 

Lest when I’m gone, and none is here to tend, 
Time’s ruthless hand my garnering o’erthrow. 


Lord, I would follow, but— 

First, I would see the end of this high font 

That stretches straight before me, fair and broad ; 
So clear the way I cannot go astray, 

It surely leads me equally to God. 


Lord, I would follow,—yea, 
Follow I sill,—but first so much there is — 
That claims me in life’s vast emergencies, — 
Wrongs to be righted, great things to be done ; 
Shall I neglect these vital urgencies ? 
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Who answers Christ's insistent call 
Must give himself, his life, his all, 
Without one backward look. 

Who sets his hand unto the plon, 

And glances back with anxious bron, 
His calling hath mistook. 

Christ claims him wholly for His own ; 
He must be Christ's and Christ's alone. 


BALLAD OF THE WILD-ROSE 


One pluckt a wild-rose from the hedge, 
As he went idly by, 

Nor thought it any sacrilege 

His whim to gratify. 


He pluckt the wild-rose from-the hedge 
And kissed it with a smile, 

Its sweet wild fragrance pleasured him, 
He joyed in it a while. 


An easy pleasure, cheaply bought, 
It cost him nought,—and what 
Costs nought is very cheaply bought 
And cheaply held, God wot. 


He toyed with it a little while, 
Then dropped it on the road, 

He dropped it with a passing smile, 
And left it in the mud. 


And from the mud the tumbled rose 
Smiled up at the passers-by ,— 
A wistful smile, a plaintive smile, 
A sinile that was a sigh. 
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“Why did he from the hedge beguile, 
And leave me here to die ?’’— 

But her only answer was the moil 
Cast up by the passers-by. 


Then One came by who all things sees,— 
Heaven’s glories,—and the abyss 

Of earth’s unnumbered miseries, 

And never one doth miss. 


He stoopt and picked the broken rose 
From out the kennel mire, 

And washed it clean in a running stream, 
And did its petals tire. 


There was red, I ween, in that running stream, 
Red in that fair white water ; 

Its touch from soilure did redeem, 

For Love had sought, and healing wrought, 
And with His blood had bought her. 


She lay at rest upon His breast, 
Could rose find fairer haven ?— 
His chosen guest, her wrongs redressed, 
His love her longed-for heaven. 


«LORD, IS IT 1?” 


One in the darkness wanders wide 
The dim lands where the shadows hide, 
Follows false fires, and far from home, 
Dwells with the things that creep and roam ; 
And though Love calls makes no reply.— 
“Lord; is it I?” 
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And one in Primrose Paths doth stray, 
Content with pleasures of the day, 
Culls the fair flowers that fade and die, 
And, heeding not that night is nigh, 
Seeks but his sense to satisfy,— 
‘Lord, ts i [2” 


And one did set to climb the hill, 
But wearied of his better will, 
And ere half-way he laid him down,— 
So sore the cross, so far the crown, 
While on himself he did rely.— 
‘¢ Lord, is it [2” 


And one doth bravely breast the height 
Where Faith and Hope are blessed with Sight, 
And, casting all his burden on . 
The steps that lead up to the throne, 
He to his Father draweth nigh.— 

‘Lord asi 12k. 


The master bowed 

His thorn-cronmned head 

And said no word, 

But each one heard 

The Voice nithin him,— 
“ Thou hast said !” 


PETITION 


_O grant me this,— 
In all my work, 
Lord, of Thy best !— 
.. High thought in true word drest, 
_ To cheer, to lift,— 
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To comfort the depressed,— 
To lighten darkness, — 
To-bring rest 

To souls distrest. 

In all my work, O manifest 
Thy Will! 

So shall the work be blest. 


AFTER WORK 


Lord, when Thou seest that my work is done, 
Let me not linger on, 
With failing powers, 
Adown the weary hours,— 
A workless worker in a world of work. 
But, with a word, 
Just bid me home, 
And I will come 
Right gladly,— 
Yea, right gladly 
Will I come. 


A DIEU! AND AU REVOIR! 


As you love me, let there be 
No mourning when I go,— 
No tearful eyes, 
No hopeless sighs, 
No woe,—nor even sadness ! 
Indeed I would not have you sad, 
For | myself shall be full glad, 
With the high triumphant ee 
Of a soul made free 
Of God’s sweet liberty. 
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—No windows darkened ; 

For my own 

Will be flung wide, as ne’er before, 
To catch the radiant inpour 

Of Love that shall in full atone 
For all the ills that I have done; 
And the good things left undone ; 
—No voices hushed ; 

My own, full-flushed 

With an immortal hope, will rise 
In eestasies of new-born bliss 
And joyful melodies. 


Rather, of your sweet courtesy, 
Rejoice with me 

At my soul’s loosing from captivity. 
Wish me “ Bon voyage !” 

As you do a friend 

Whose joyous visit finds its happy end. 
And bid me both “ A Dieu!” 

And “ Au revoir !” 

Since, though I come no more, 

I shall be waiting there to greet you, 
At His Door. 


And, as the feet of the bearers tread 

The ways I trod, 

Think not of me as dead, 

But rather— 

“ Happy, thrice happy, he whose course is sped ! 
He has gone home—to God, 

His Father !” 
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POLICEMAN X 


If he would but dare. 


I stood, unseen, within a sumptuous room, 

Where one clothed all in white sat silently. 

So sweet his presence that a pure soft light 

Rayed from him, and I saw—most wondrous sight !— 
The Love of God shrined in the flesh once more, 
And glowing softly like a misted sun. 

His back was towards me. Had I seen his face 
Methought I must have fallen. I was wrong. 


NOTE I 


**Policeman X” was written in 1898, at the time of the 
Tzar’s Rescript to the Powers suggesting a Peace Conference 
with a view to the lightening of the ever-growing burden of 
arms, 

The possibilities have changed their faces, but at heart the 
great problem remains much the same. And above all, the 
great fact remains that if Great Britain, Germany, Russia, 
and the United States joined hands for a World Peace, they 
could ensure it. Germany is still mistrustful. On her lies a 
great responsibility. 

NOTE II 


The above note was written in July, 1913, for the first 
edition of ‘‘ Bees in Amber ”’ when none—or few—of us dreamt 
that Armageddon was so close upon us. The Epilogue was 
written in the Fourth Month of the War, November, 1914. 


NOTE III 


I have had many enquiries as to why ‘‘ Policeman X.” 

** Policeman ’—because, if he had chosen he could, as in- 
dicated above, have assisted in policing Europe and main- 
taining a World Peace. 

‘X”—hbecause ‘‘X” is the unknown quantity, as he then 
was, Now we know him only too well. If I had to re-label 
him I should call him O=Omega=The End. 
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The door flung wide. With hasty step 

Came one in royal robes and all the pride 

And pomp of majesty, and on his head 

A helmet with an eagle poised for flight. 

He stood amazed at sight of him in white, 

His lips apart in haughty questioning. 

But no words came. Breathless, he raised his hand 

And gave salute as to a mightier lord, : 

And doffed his helm, and stood. And in his eyes A 
saw | 

The reflex glory of his Master’s face. 


The Master spoke. His voice, so soft and sweet, 
Thrilled my heart’s core and shook me where Iq 
stood ,— 

“ Time runs apace. The New Time ts at hand. 

Shall it be Peace—or War? It rests mith THEE.” 
The other shook his head in vast amaze, 

But never swerved a hair’s breadth in his gaze. 

“ Thy brother of the North has cast his lot 

For peace. Alone he cannot compass tt. 

Shall it be Peace—or War? It rests nith THER.” 
Again the other shook his head amazed, ; 
As one by levin-bolt struck dumb and dazed. 

“© Shall it be Peace—or War 2? Join hands with him, — 

Thy Northern brother, nith the Western Isles, 

And with their brethren of the Further West, 

And Peace shall reign to Earth's remotest bound.” 
And still the other:shook his head amazed, 

But in his eyes vast futures burned and blazed. 


Shall it be Peace—or War? Millions of lives 

Are in thy hand, women and men, and those _ - 

My little ones. Their souls are mine. Their lives 
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Are in thy hand, Of thee I shall require them. 
Shall it be Peace—or War 2?” 


“Tam but one,’ 
The bien answered with reluctant tongue. 

« Thou art THE one and so I come to thee. 
For Peace or War the scales are in thy hand. 
As thou decidest now, so shall it be. 
But,—as thou sayest now, so be it 
With thee—then ! 
Shall it be Peace—or War? Nay—look !— 


And at the word—where stood the wall—a space ; 
And at their feet, like mighty map unrolled,— 

The kingdoms of the earth, and every kingdom 
Groaned with the burden of its armour-plate. 

And the weight grew, till man was crushed beneath, 
And lost his manhood and became a cog 

To roll along the great machine of war. 

And, as he watched, the War-Lord’s eyes flamed fire, 
His nostrils panted like a mettled steed’s. 

This was the game of games he knew, and loved, 
And every fibre of his soul was knit 

To see what passed. 


Then,—in a sun-white land, 
Where a great sea poured out through narrow gates 
To meet a greater, -—came the clang of arms, 
And drew the nations like a tocsin peal, 
Till all the sun-white sands ran red, and earth 
Sweat blood, and writhed in fiery ashes, and 
Grew sick with all the reek and stench of war, 
And heaven drew back behind the battle-clouds. 
And ever, through the clamour of the strife, 
I heard the ceaseless wailing of a child, 
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And the sobbing, sobbing, sobbing, endless 
Sobbing of a reft and broken woman ;— 
And the hoarse whisper of the War-Lord’s voice,— 
“ Britain fights once again for Barbary, 
Lest others occupy to her undoing, 
And Italy and Greece and Turkey join, 
To beat back France and Spain.” 


Again I saw,— 
Where legions marched and wound ’mid snowy peaks, 
And came upon a smiling vine-clad land, | 
And filled it with the reek and stench of war. 
The hoarse voice spoke,— 

“The provinces she stole 

And lost, Austria takes back.” 


Again I saw,— | 

Where white-capped hosts crept swiftly to the straits — 
*Twixt old and new, and drenched the Jand with 

blood, | 

And filled it with the reek and stench of war. 

The War-Lord spoke,— 

“ Despite his love of peace, | 

Our brother of the North has seized his 

chance, | 

And got his heart’s desire.” 


Again I saw,— 
Where legions poured through the eternal snows, 
And legions swept o’er every sea to meet 
Their long-expected onslaught, and the dead 
Were piled in mountains, and the snows ran red. 
The War-Lord spoke,— 

‘Up, Britain, up! Strike home! 

Or drop your rod of Empire in the dust !— 

One of you dies this day.” 
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Again I saw,— 
Beneath us, legions swarming to the West, 
Devouring kingdoms till they reached the sea, 
And filling all the lands with blood and fire. 
The War-Lord gazed, with eyes that blazed and 
flamed, 
And panted like a soul in torment,—‘“ Mine ! 
All these are mine !” 


“* Thine, sayest thou ?— Thine now, 

When thou shalt stand before Me—then, 

I shall require them of thee.” 

—Thus the voice 

Of Him who sat and gazed with sorrowing face, 
While all the earth beneath us reeked of war, 
And heaven grew dim behind the battle-clouds. 
And ever, through the clamour of the strife, 
I heard the ceaseless wailing of a child, 
And the sobbing, sobbing, sobbing, endless 
Sobbing of a reft and broken woman. 


“ Shall it be Peace or War ?” 

A two-edged sword 

Could cut no sharper than the gentle voice 

Of him who bowed with sorrow at the sight 

Of man destroving man for sake of gain. 

I waited, breathless, for the warrior’s word. 

But no word came. His heart was with his men. 
« Shall it be Peace—or War ? Look yet again !” 


And at their feet, like mighty map unrolled, 
Lay all the kingdoms of the earth—at peace. 
The glad earth smiled beneath a smiling heaven, 
And brought forth fruit for all her children’s needs, 
The desert lands had blossomed, and the earth 
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Was large enough for all. Her voice came up, 

A softly-rounded murmur of content, 

Like bees that labour gladly on the comb. 

The reign of Peace,—and yet an army lay 

Couchant and watchful, ready for the strife © 

If strife need be,—the strife of quelling strife,— 

An army culled in part from all the lands, 

Owning no master but the public weal, 

And prompt to quench the first red spark of war. 

Even as we watched, a frontier turmoil rose, 

And therewith rose the army, and the fire 

Died out while scarce begun. The smoke of it 

Was scarcely seen, the noise scarce heard ; for all 

The lands, sore-spent with war, had welcomed 
Peace, 

And bowed to mightier forces than their own ; 

Men cast aside their armour and their arms, 

And lived men’s lives and were no more machines. | 


“© Wars shall there be, indeed, till that last war 
That shall wage war on War and sweep the earth 
Of all war-wagers and of all mankind.” 


So spake the Voice and ceased. And still we 
gazed, — | 
A great white building, on its topmost tower 
A great white flag, proclaimed a World’s Tribunal 
For the righting of the nations’ wrongs. 
And that great army answered its behests 
And owned allegiance to no other head. | 
Peace reigned triumphant. On the quiet air 
I heard the merry laughter of the child, 
And the great sigh of gratitude that rose 
From all the mother-hearts of all the world. 
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“¢ Shall tt be Peace—or War ?2—”’ 

Once more the Voice,— 
“ To one man ts it given to decide ; 
Thou art the Man! The scales are in thy hand. 
Think well, and say,—Shall it be Peace—or War ? 
As thou shalt say so shall it be with thee.” 


But, ere the answer came, all vanished like 

A scrap of paper in a fire of coals, 

Then, with a crackling peal, the thick black vail 
That hangs before the face of men was rent, 
And in the instant lightning flash I saw,—- 


A chamber hung with black and heaped with 
flowers, 

Where candles tall flashed white on watchers’ swords. 

High on a high-raised bier lay one at rest— 

Crosses and orders on his quiet breast, 

Head proudly cushioned on his country’s flag, 

Hands calmly folded on his helmet’s crest, 

His back to earth, his mute face turned to heaven, — 

Answering the summons of his Over-Lord. 


I strained my eyes upon his face to learn 

Thereon his answer. But the dark vail dropped, 

And left me wondering what his word had been. 

Had I but read his face I should have known 

Who lay there.—Man, like other men? Or one 

Who grasped the greater things, and by his will 

Brought Peace on Earth and drew Earth nearer 
heaven. 


The bells beat softly on the midnight air, 
Proclaiming the New Time. Shall it be Peace? 
A voice within me cried and would not cease, — 
“ One man could do itif he would but dare.” 
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EPILOGUE. 
Written in 1914. 


He did not dare ! 
His swelling pfide lay wait 
On opportunity, then dropped the oe 
And tempted Fate, cast loaded dice,—and lost ; 
Nor recked the cost of losing. 


‘¢ Their souls are Mine. 
Their lives were in thy hand ;— 
Of thee I do require them !”’ 


The Voice, so stern and sad, thrilled my heart’s core 
And shook me where I stood. | 
Sharper than sharpest sword, it fell on him 

Who stood defiant, muffle-cloaked and helmed, 
With eyes that burned, impatient to be gone. 


“ The fetor of thy g crim burnt offerings 

Comes up to Me in clouds of bitterness. 

Thy fell undoings crucify afresh 

Thy Lord—who died alike for these and thee. 

Thy works are Death ;—thy spear is in My side,— 
Oman! O man !—was it for this I died ? 


Was it for this ?2— 
A valiant people harried to the void,— 
Ther fruitful fields a burnt-out nilderness,— 
Their prosperous country ravelled into waste,— 
Their smiling land a vast red sepulchre.— 
Thy work ! 
For this 2— 
—Black clouds of smoke that vail the sight of heaven ; 
Black pice of stones which yesterday were homes ; 
162 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


And raw black heaps which once were villages ; 
Fair towns in ashes, spoiled to suage thy spleen ; 
My temples desecrate, My priests out-cast ;— 
Black ruin everywhere, and red,—a land 
All swamped mith blood, and savaged raw and bare ; 
All sickened mith the reek and stench of war, 
And flung a prey to pestilence and want ; 
—Thy work ! 

For this 2— 
—Life’s fair white flower of manhood in the dust ; 
Ten thousand thousand hearts made desolate ; 
My troubled world a seething pit of hate ;— 
My helpless ones the victims of thy lust ;— 
The broken maids lift hopeless eyes to Me, 
The little ones lift handless arms to Me, 
The tortured women lift white lips to Me, 
The eyes of murdered white-hatred sires and dames 
Stare up at Me.—And the sad anguished eyes 
Of My dumb beasts in agony. 

—Thy work ! 


Outrage on outrage thunders to the sky 

The tale of thy stupendous infamy ,— 

Thy slaughterings,—thy treacheries,—thy thefts,— 
Thy broken pacts,—thy honour in the mire,— 

Thy poor humanity cast off to sate thy pride ;— 

’T were better thou hadst never lived,—or died 

Ere come to this. 


Thou art the man !° The scales were in thy hand. 
For this vast wrong I hold thy soul in fee. 
Seek not a scapegoat for thy righteous due, 
Nor hope to void thy countabilty. 
Until thou purge thy pride and turn to Me,— 
As thou hast done, so be it unto thee!” 
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The shining eyes, so stern, and sweet, and sad, 
Searched the hard face for sign of hopeful grace, 
But grace was none. Enarmoured in his pride, 
With brusque salute the other turned, and strode 
Adown the night of Death and fitful fires. 


Then, as the Master bowed him, sorrowing, 

I heard a great Voice pealing through the heavens, 
A Voice that dwarfed earth’s thunders to a moan :— 
‘* Woe! Woe! Woe !—to him by whom this came ! 
His house shall unto him be desolate. 

And, to the end of time, his name shall be 

A by-word and reproach in all the lands 

He rapined. . . . And his own shall curse him 

For the run that he brought. 

Who without reason draws the sword— 

By sword shall perish ! 

The Lord hath said... . So be it, Lord!” 


And after? ... What? 
God grant the sacrifice be not in vain ! 
Those valiant souls who set themselves with pride 
To hold the Ways . .. and fought . . . and fought 
. and died,— 
They rest with Thee. 
But, to the end of time, 
The virtue of their valiance shall remain, 
To pulse a nobler life through every vein 
Of our humanity. 


No drop of hero-blood e’er runs to waste, 

But springs eternal, fountain pure and chaste, 

For cleansing of men’s souls from earthly grime. 

Life knows no waste. The Reaper toils in vain, 

In vain piles high his grim red harvesting.— 
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His dread, red harvest of the slain! 

God’s wondrous husbandry is oft obscure, 

But, without halt or haste, its course is sure,— 
And His good grain must die to live again. 


From this dread sowing, grant us harvest, Lord, 
Of Nobler Doing, and of Loftier Hope,— 

An All-Embracing and Enduring Peace,— 

A Bond of States, a Pact of Peoples, based 

On no caprice of royal whim, but on 

Foundation mightier than the mightiest throne— 
The Well-Considered Will of All the Lands. 
Therewith,—a simpler, purer, larger life, 
Unhampered by the dread of war’s alarms, 

A life attuned to closer touch with Thee, 

And golden-threaded with Thy Charity ;— 

A Sweeter Earth,—a Nearer Heaven,—a World 
As emulous in Peace as once in War, 

And striving ever upward towards the Goal. 

So, once again, through Death shall come New Life, 
And out of Darkness, Light. 
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FOR THE MEN AT THE FRONT 


Lord God of Hosts, whose mighty hand 
Dominion holds on sea and land, 
In Peace and War Thy Will we see 
Shaping the larger liberty. 

Nations may rise and nations fall, 


Thy Changeless Purpose rules them all. 


When Death flies swift on wave or field, 
Be Thou a sure defence and shield ! 
Console and succour those who fall, 
And help and hearten each and all! 
O, hear a people’s prayers for those 
Who fearless face their country’s foes ! 


For those who weak and broken lie, 

In weariness and agony— 

Great Healer, to their beds of pain 

Come, touch, and make them whole again ! 
O, hear a people’s prayers, and bless 
Thy servants in their hour of stress! 


For those to whom the call shall come 
We pray Thy tender welcome home. 
The toil, the bitterness, all past, 

We trust them to Thy Love at last. 
O, hear a people’s prayers for all 
Who, nobly striving, nobly fall ! 
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To every stricken heart and home, 

O come! In tenderest pity, come ! 

To anxious souls who wait in fear, 

Be Thou most wonderfully near ! 
And hear a people’s prayers, for faith 
To quicken life and conquer death ! 


For those who minister and heal, 

And spend themselves, their skill, their zeal— 

Renew their hearts with Christ-like faith, 

And guard them from disease and death ! 
And in Thine own good time, Lord, send 
Thy Peace on earth till Time shall end! 
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WAR POEMS, 1914-1918 


THE FIERY CROSS 


The wayward world has nailed itself 

On its own cross of woe ; 

With its own hands it hewed the wood, 

It dyed the rood with its own blood, 

And then, with vicious blow, 

Drove home the nails that it had cast, 
Through its own flesh, and made them fast ; 
It dug the pit below. 


But every cross new meaning holds, 
Since such sweet virtue came 

Of Calvary ; and though mankind 
Still wanders graceless, deaf and blind 
To his own bitter shame, 

Yet, by God’s grace, he shall arise 
From this dread cross of sacrifice 

To set all Life aflame. 


For— 
The Fiery Cross is speeding forth 
To the purging of men’s lives. 
Christ bears it through the troubled earth, 
To quicken Life to nobler birth, 
To break the ancient gyves ; 
His love flames in the Fiery Cross, 
Sorting the pure gold from the dross, 
And from their sin men shrives. 
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Speed on, speed on, the Fiery Cross 
For the kindling of men’s souls! 

The Powers of [ll] have had their day, 
They broke Life on the rough red‘way, 
They levied bitter tolls. 

But now God’s torch is blazing bright, 
Wrong lies beneath the heel of Right, 
And men seek nobler goals. 


THE PRAYER IMMORTAL 


“ Thy Kingdom come, 
Thy Will be done.” 


Never since Time began 

Has mortal man 

Had sorer need to pray that prayer immortal. 
For ne’er before has Death’s grim door 

Its gaping portal flung so wide, 

Nor man so gallantly defied 

His menace, and so vastly died ; 

Never has life so racked and tortured been, 
Nor earth such deadly exigencies seen. 
And that full prayer of prayers 

In its divine simplicities 

Fills all the heights and depths 

Of our necessities. 

Granted in full it would bring Earth 

To Heaven, and unto Life—new birth. 


So—to your knees— 
And, with your heart and soul, pray God 
That wars may cease, 
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And earth, by His good will, 
Through these rough ways, find peace !— 


“ Thy Kingdom come ! 
And, as in heaven, 


On earth Thy Will be done!” 


FIDEI DEFENSOR 


Gone !—in the unutterable splendour 
Of your immortal youth !— 

Gone—unto Him who made, and making, gave you 
Passion for Truth ;— 

Made you heart-bold to brave the wroth 
Of this world’s evil ;— 

Made you soul-strong to face the Devil, 
And to suffer ruth,— 

Yea—and in very sooth, that final ruth 
Which yet shall give you back 

Your here-lost youth. 


Gone !--unto Him who, making, made of you, 
In all the glowing splendour of your youth, 
One more high-souled defender of His Truth. 
To your dear memory we render 

Deepest soul-homage ; 

And unto him—unceasing praise !— 

To Him—of all men’s souls 

The Great All-Wise Dispenser, — 

Unceasing praise, for you,— 

Our Fidei Defensor ! 
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THE ONE WAY OUT—AND UP 


One thing, and one thing only shall avail 

To lift the earth from out this sore travail, 
By folly wrought, and selfishness, and sin ;— 
One thing alone—and that within 

Our compassing if but we will. 

It rests with ws, and good, or ill, 

Shall be our lot as we ourselves destine. 


“ CHOOSE YE THIS DAY WHOM YE WILL SERVE |’’— 
God—or those other gods of your own choosing, 
Whom erst ye served to your souls’ bitter losing. 
Mammon or Gop? ... ye cannot serve them both. 
That way ye tried, forsaking your God-troth ; 
And now . . . ye bear the ruth. 


God waits,—has waited long—still waits ; 
Each dawn His promise He reiterates, 
And down the long dim corridors of Time 
His word reverberates, 
“‘ CHOOSE YE THIS DAY!” 

From our own wilful way 

He calls us back, 

And promises again this day 

That no soul based on Him shall suffer lack. 


Here the Ways part, — 
That climbing road 
Leads up to God ; 
This easier way 
Leads down to death, 
And ruin, and decay. 
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‘‘ CHOOSE YE THIS DAY |’ — 
And choose ye carefully, 
For as ye now shall say 
So shall it be with you 

In that Great Day. 


TWO ANGELS 


Two angels walk the earth to-day, 
Each bearing in his hand 

The symbol of his ministry, 

And does his Lord’s command. 


One bears a mighty two-edged sword, 
And wounds Life to the death ; 

The other bears Christ’s holy chrism, 
And the wounded comforteth. 


So, side by side, they walk the earth 

For the purging of men’s souls ; 

One gives, through Death, Life’s nobler birth, 
The other Life consoles. 


CEILED HOUSES 
A MessaGE FoR THESE TIMES 


(To thousand five hundred years ago Hagga delivered 
this message. It has been on the way ever since, and 1s 
as much needed to-day as it was then. Conditions alter. 
Facts and results unfortunately remain the same. The 
world must bear its load until it learns its lesson.) 


‘What are these ceiled houses ?”’ 

_ Asked the Prophet coldly,— 

His eyes like smouldering fires ; 

And the people answered boldly,— 
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«These be our houses, Man of God, 
The houses where we dwell.” 


« And these half-builded walls ?”’ 

And they answered, timorous-boldly,— 

“That is the Lord’s house, waiting safer times 
To finish building. . . . 

We have had so much todo... 

Our flocks to tend, our crops to rear, 

Our wives and little ones to guard and cherish, 
Our cities to repair,— 

And all o’erburdened with the care 

Of foes against us everywhere.’ 


Then flamed the God within him,— 

«Is this a time to hap yourselves in comfort, 

And the Lord’s house still unbuilt ? 

THUus sAITH THE Lorp,— 
Consider now your ways !— 
Hard you have toiled and builded—for yourselves, 
Kach man of you has toiled and builded—for 

himself ; 
Early and late you toiled and builded—for your- 
selves, 
And yet you have not prospered. 
Much have you sown—and yet have little reaped, 
Much have you eaten—but were hungry still, 
Much drunk—yet were not filled, 
Much clothing worn—but yet were never warm, 
And that you earned you put in bags with holes. 
You looked for much, and little came of it.— 
And why ?— 
Because of this Mine House left desolate ! 
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Hard have you toiled—but not for Mr ;— 
Much have you cared—but not for Mz; 
And so—because you left Ms out of it, 
Lo, I have blown upon your work 

And brought it all to nought. 

Consider now your ways !”’ 


Then did that people take God’s word to heart 
And turned again to Him ; 
And He abode with them and prospered them. 


AND UNTo us He says,— 
Ay, you have built to Me most wondrously, 
But yet your hearts you turned away from Me, 
And followed other gods. 
And I have prospered you most bounteously, 
But yet your hearts you turned away from Me, 
And followed other gods. 
Wealth, Pleasure, Power, Ease,—and __baser 

things,— 

These were your gods. 
And so I blew upon your work 
And brought it low. 
For I, God, am a jealous God ; 
Yea, I am very jealous for your good. 
Ye cannot serve these other gods and Me; 
Consider now your ways ! 
And choose this day whom ye will serve, 
Your self-made gods or Me! 
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HERE, THERE, AND EVERYWHERE 


Lilac and laburnum blooming, 
Full of Spring’s immortal vigour,— 


Big guns booming ; Hell shells spuming ; 
Life still gripped with Death’s fell rigour ;— 
Man proposes,—God disposes ; 
Yel our hope in Him reposes 
Who in war-time still makes roses. 


Bridal grace of pear and apple, 
Summer snows from orchard trees,— 


Sons of God in deathly grapple, 

Life in direst agonies ;— 
Man proposes,—God disposes ; 
Yet our hope in Him reposes 
Who in nar-time still makes roses. 


Chestnuts’ sweet up-pointing spires, 
On one tree a thousand churches,— 


Crater-holes and hell's hot fires ; 
Flaming hate God’s fair face smirches ;— 
Man proposes,—God disposes ; 
Yet our hope in Him reposes 
Who in war-time still makes roses.. 


Forget-me-not and pansy sweet, 
Nestling all along the border,— 
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Death’s raw bones the red drums beat, 
God’s fair world is in disorder ;— 
Man proposes,—God disposes ; 
Yet our hope in Him reposes 
Who in war-time still makes roses. 


Dandelion, -— mayflower,—daisy, 
Gemming every emerald meadow, — 


Man’s devices, crude and crazy, 

Brought Life to this ambuscado,— 
Man proposes,—God disposes ; 
Yet our hope in Him reposes 
Who in war-time still makes roses. 


THE PADRE’S STORY 


He came to me in my small tent, 

Quite late one night,— 

The night before the red-hot Vimy fight, 
And his concern was evident. 


« Padre,” he said, 
Fey-eyed and anxiously,— 
«To-morrow we go in, 
And I’m a coward, I’m afraid. 
Yes, I’m afraid to die. 
I’ve lived so light and carelessly, you see, 
And now—perhaps Death waits for me 
Just over there. 
This time to-morrow I may lie there dead, 
Can you say anything to buck me up 
And make a man of me? 
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Tell me about things. Tell me all ;— 
Of death and after. If you can, 

Fit me to meet the call 

And play the man !” 


I told him as I would a child,— 
Of God,—and Christ—the Father’s love,— 
The wondrous Father-Motherhood 
That longs for all men’s good,— 
Of the great joys above—the bliss 
Of that new life for those 

Who strive their best in this ;— 
The simplest, highest things,— 
To him, the greatest. 

And he listened eagerly, 
Fey-eyed and anxiously, 


And then we knelt. 

1 said a little prayer, 

Commending him to God ; 

And as we knelt, I felt 

God with us there, and new life in the boy. 


«‘ Padre,” he said, when I had done, 

“The fear has gone. 

I see it all. 

Now I ean face the call, 

- And if it’s death, my dying may atone 

For some of those things I’d best not have done. 

God bless you, sir, you've made a man 

Of me, and if I die I’ll prove me one. 

From all you say this doesn’t end it all, 

And now, 

Through God and you, I’m strong to meet the Call.”’ 
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In the dim dawn they went,— 
And some came back... . 
Him everywhere I sought, 
But found him not, 

Nor any who could tell 

What him befell. 

But this I know,— 

Whate’er his fate, 

He did his duty,— 

Died, if he died, 


In the knowledge of God's beauty .. . 


And the rest can wait. 


IS IT WELL WITH THE LAD? 


“¢ Ts tt well mith the lad 2” 


It is well! 

Yea, it—is—well !— 

But for us who are left, 

Heart-hungry, bruised of soul, bereft,— 
Our branching hope at one stroke cleft 
From off the parent tree,— 

We hardly bear our discontent, 

Or come to full acknowledgment 

Of Love we deem omnipotent 

Which yet can suffer patiently 

Such things to be. 


Yea, and although, 
Deep in our hidden souls, we know 
That with him all is well,— 


That nothing we could e’er have done for him 
Can equal this which Death has won for him,— 
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That nothing earth could e’er have given to him 
Can come anigh the joys of heaven to him,— 
Yet still, the mortal in us 

Craves him mortally ; 

And nought shall stay 

That craving till, on some bright day, 

We too shall slip the clinging clay 

And find him there awaiting us 

Upon the heavenly way. 


PER ARDUA AD ASTRA 


Lift me, O God, above myself,— 
Above my highest spheres, 

Above the thralling things of sense 
To clearer atmospheres. 


Lift me above the little things, — 
My poor sufficiencies, 

My perverse will, my lack of zeal, 
My inefficiencies ;— 


Above the earth-born need that gropes, 
With foolish hankerings, 

About earth’s cumbered lower slopes 
For earthly garnerings, 


Above the vanities and cates 

Of the Forbidden Land ;— 
Above the passions and the hates 
That flame there hand in hand. 


Lift me, O God, above myself, 
Above these lesser things, 
Above my little gods of clay, 
And all their capturings, 

179 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


" Es SS 


And grant my soul a glad new birth, 
And fledge it strong new wings, 
That it may soar above the earth 

To nobler prosperings. 


Lift me, O God, above myself, 
That, in Thy time and day, 
I somewhat grace Thy fosterings 
And climb Thy loftier Way. 


A LITTLE PRAYER FOR THE MAN IN | 
THE AIR : 


I never hear 

The growling diapason of a plane 

Lip there, 

The deep reverb’rant humming of a plane 
Up there, 

But up to God I wing a little prayer, 
Begging His care 

For him who braves the dangers of the air. 


“God keep you, Bird-man, in your plane 
Up there! 

Your wings upbear, your heart sustain ! 
Give you good flight and oversight, 

And bring you safe to earth again !” 


I, too, have hostages with fortune up above, 
And what may come to you may come to mine. 
So, once again,—“ God speed you as you rove ! 
Both you and mine to His care I consign.” 
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COCK YOUR BONNETS! 


(Messines was the first fight the London Scottish, just 
out from home, had been in,—their baptism of fire, and a 
very hot one. They lost heavily, but won through mith 
honour.) 


It was after that black night 

When we'd won our first bit fight, 

In the shadow of the pump-mill at Messines, 

That a Brass-Hat came and prattled 

To us, feeling pretty rattled 

With the things we’d done, and more with what we’d 
seen ; . 

And he said,— 

“‘ Boys,—keep your bodies clean ! 
Boys,—keep your billets clean! 
Boys,—cock your bonnets ! 

And, for God’s sake, smile!” 


And it bucked us up tremendous, 

For the Boche had tried to end us, 

Though we’d given him double dose for all we got ; 
And we'd gone through our probation, 

And we'd saved a situation, 

And the Big Pot put his finger on the spot ;— 
With his, — 

“ Boys,—keep your bodies clean ! 
Boys,—keep your billets clean ! 
Boys,—cock your bonnets ! 

And, for God’s sake, smile !” 


So we pass it on to you chaps ;— 

When you’re some fed up with new scraps, 

Just remember what that good old Brass-Hat said. 
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You will find it worth your trying, 
Both while living and when dying, 


And you'll surely be the happier when you're dead,— 


If you,— 
Always keep your bodies clean, 
Always keep your billets clean, 
Always cock your bonnets, 
And, for God’s sake, smile. 


TIME’S ALTARS 
1914 B.c. 


Red on the altars lay the sacrifices, 

Red ran the channels in those olden days, 
When, from the judgment of his ill devices, 

Man sought redemption and the means of grace. 


A.D, 33 
Christ by the Cross redeemed a whole world’s 
sinning, 
Counted as naught the anguish and the pain, 
Gave Himself wholly for the hope of winning 
Life from the burden of its self-wrought chain. 


A.D. 1914-1918 
Now, once again, the sacrifice is rendered ; 
Now, once again, the altars run with blood ; 
Will the new life, of this vast woe engendered, 
Root out the evil,—bring the greater good? 


A.D. 19 
If not,—if still the things of earth enthral us, 
If this sore lesson we still fail to learn, 
Then, of a surety, shall still worse befall us, 
Till unto Him with contrite hearts we turn, 
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Can we not read the meaning and the warning ? 
Are we so dull that blows alone will save? 

Must Life for ever be a House of Mourning? 
Can we find God but in an open grave ? 


ONLY A STRETCHER-BEARER 


To K. J. W. or Sypney, N.S.W., AND ALL HIS 
FELLOows 


(“If I had a hundred Victoria Crosses to distribute, 
every one of them should go to the stretcher-bearers.’ — 
GENERAL Birpwoop. | 


Only a stretcher-bearer ! 
Only !— 

But his life was high, 

And higher still his death. 
His loyalty and perfect faith 
Did his Great Captain magnify, 
And his high death 

Was more heroical 

Than the most stoical 

Of fighting-men’s ; 

For, like the Christ, he gave 
His life men’s lives to save, 


He had a passion for life-saving, 
An all-unquenchable craving 
That no most murderous fire 
Could check, no labours tire. 


Out there between the lines 

He toiled unceasingly, 

Sorting the living from the dead, 
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Nor ever stayed 

To count the risks that round him played ; 
Enough for him that broken men lay there, 
Needing his care ; 

To succour them, he for himself 

No thought did spare. 


How many owed their lives to him 
No man shall tell. 

Over the top, in the half-light dim, 
Into the fiery hell, 

Unsent, he went, 

Seeking them there, 

And, to the depths of their despair, 
Came like an answered prayer. 


Then, when his own call came, 

He passed, with heart aflame, 

To claim the full and meet reward 
Of one who, both in life and death, 
Had served his Lord. 


VIMY RIDGE 


Tread softly here! Go reverently and slow! 
Yea, let your soul go down upon its knees, 
And with bowed head, and heart abased, strive hard 
To grasp the future gain in this sore loss! 
For not one foot of this dank sod but drank 
Its surfeit of the blood of gallant men, 
_ Who, for their faith, their hope,—for Life and Liberty, 
Here made the sacrifice,—here gave their lives, 
And gave right willingly—for you and me. 
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From this vast altar pile the souls of men 

Sped up to God in countless multitudes ; 

On this grim cratered ridge they gave their all, 
And, giving, won 

The Peace of Heaven and Immortality. 

Our hearts go out to them in boundless gratitude ; 
If ours—then God’s ; for His vast charity 

All sees, all knows, all comprehends—save bounds. 
He has repaid their sacrifice ;—and we ? 

God help us if we fail to pay our debt 

In fullest full and all unstintingly ! 


BEAUMONT HAMEL 


Is it the sigh of the night-wind in the grasses, 
The long rank grasses that grow so tall and thin? 
Or only the cry of a night-bird as it passes 

On wings of fear this field incarnadine? 


Is it the soft low rustle of the garments 

Of those high souls who nobly laid their all 
On this grim altar of unnumbered torments, 
And won to Life through deaths heroical ? 


Is it the sob of Earth in deadly sorrow 

At the red flood that chokes her hidden ways,— 
Sick with her longing for the fruitful furrow, 
Faint with the memory of bygone days? 


Is it the voice of God within us, calling,— 

Deep unto deep—the God without, within, — 
Bidding us loose our souls from their enthralling, 
Moulding His Peace through this sore discipline ? 
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FLORA’S BIT 


Flora, with wondrous feathers in her hat, 
Rain-soaked, and limp, and feeling very flat, 
With flowers of sorts in her full basket, sat, 
Back to the railings, there by Charing Cross, 
And cursed the weather and a blank day’s loss. 


“ Wevver!” she cried, to P.C. E. 09,-— 

“* Wevwver, you calls it >—Your sort then, not mine! 
I calls it blanky ‘NO.’ So there you are,— 

Bit of Old Nick’s worstest particular. 

Wevver indeed! Not much, my little son, 

It’s just old London’s nastiest kind o’ fun. 


“ Viv'lets, narcissus, primroses and daffs,— 

See how they sits up in their beds an’ laughs ! 
Buy, Pretty Ladies—for your next at ’ome ! 
Gents—for the gells now—buy a pretty bloom ! 


“ Gosh !—but them ’buses is a fair disgrace, 
Squirting their dirty mud into one’s face. 
Robert, my son, you a’n’t half worth your salt, 
Or you'd arrest ’em for a blank assault! 


‘« Primroses, narcissus, daffs and violets, — 
First come is first served, and pick o’ basket gets. 


«Garn then and git! Ain’t none o’ you no good ! 

Cawn’t spare a copper to’rds a pore gell’s food. 

Gives one the ’ump it does, to see you all go by, 

An’ me a-sittin’ ’ere all day, 

An’ none o’ you won't buy. 

Vi'lets, narcissus,— ... Blimy! Strike me dumb! 

Garn! What’s the good o’ you ?—lot o’ dirty scum. 

Silly blokes !—stony brokes !—I’m a-goin’ ’ome !” 
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And then, from out the “‘ Corner-House,”’ 
Came two, and two, and two, 

Three pretty maids, three little Subs, 

Doing as young Subs do, 

When four days’ leave gives them the chance 
Of a little bill and coo, 


« What ho!” they cried, as they espied 
Flora’s bright flower-pot. 

“‘ Hi !_you there with the last year’s hat !— 
Let’s see what you have got! 

And if they’re half as nice as you, 

We'll buy the blooming lot.” 


But, as they stood there chaffering, 

Out from the station came 

A string of cautious motor-cars, 

Packed full of lean, brown men, — 

The halt, the maimed, the blind, the lame,— 
The wreckage of the wars,— 

Their faces pinched and full of pain, 

Their eyes still dazed with stress and strain,— 
The nation’s creditors. 


The Subs, the girls, and Flora stood, 

There in the pouring rain, 

And shouted hearty welcomes to 

The broken, lean-faced men. 

And when they’d passed, the little Subs 

Turned to their fun again, 

But the biggest heart among them all 

Beat under the feathered hat ;— 

“ Not me!” she cried, and up, and sped 

After the boys who had fought and bled,— 

** Here’s a game worth two o’ that !” 
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She caught the cars, and in she flung 
Her wares with lavish hand. 

“ Narcissus !—v lets !—here, you chaps ! 
Primroses ! daffs !—for your rumply caps ! 
My! Ain’t you black-an’-tanned ! | 
Narcissus ! vi’ lets !—all abloom,— 

We're glad to see you back. 

Primroses !—daffs !_ Thenk Gawd you laughs, 
If it’s on’y crooked smiles. 

We’re glad, my lads, to see you home, 

If your faces are like files.” 


They thanked her with their crooked smiles, 
Their bandaged hands they waved ; | 
Narcissus, vilets, prims, and daffs, 

They welcomed them with twisted laughs, 
Quite proper they behaved. 

And one said, “ You’re a Daisy, dear, 

And if you'd stop the ’bus 

We'd every one give you a kiss, 

And so say all of us. 

A Daisy, dear, that’s what you are,”’ 

And the rest,—“ You are! You are!” 


Then Flora swung her basket high, 

And tossed her feathered head ; 

To the boys she gave one final wave, 

And to herself she said,— 

“What kind of a silly old fool am I, 

Playin’ the goat like that >— 

Chuckin’ of all my stock awye, 

And damagin’ me ‘at? 

But them poor lads did look so thin, 

I couldn’t ha’ slept if I ’adn’t a-bin 

An’ gone an’ done this foolish thing. 
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An’ it done them good, an’ it done me good, 

So what’s the odds if I does go lean, 

For a day or two, till the nibs comes in? 

A gell like me can always live, 

An’ the bit I had I had to give. 

An’ he called me a Daisy !—aw—‘ Daisy dear !’ 
An’ I—tell—you, it made me queer,— 

With a lump in me throat and a swell right here. 
Fust time ever any one called me that, 

An’, I swear, it’s better’n a bran new hat.” 


PARADOX 


He went out clean, and sound as a bell, 
And Death was kind ;—and yet . . . he fell. 


He did great deeds ; he bore him well ; 
High honour his ;—and yet . . . he fell. 


He passed unscathed through shot and shell, 
And unafraid ;—and yet . . . he fell. 


Men everywhere his fame did tell, 
And sang his praise ;—and yet . . . he fell. 


Naught could the gifts of fate excel ; 
His cup brimmed full ;—and yet . . . he fell. 


Who cannot his own passions quell, 
Falls from God’s grace ;—and thus . . . he fell. 


TO THIS END 


And hast Thou help for such as me, 
Sin-weary, stained, forlorn ? 
“ Yea then,—if not for such as thee 
To what end was I born ?”’ 
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But I have strayed so far away, 
So oft forgotten Thee. 
“ No smallest thing that thou hast done 
But was all known to Me.” 


And I have followed other gods, 
And brought Thy name to scorn. 
“ It was to nin thee back from them 
I wore the crown of thorn,” 


And spite of all, Thou canst forgive, 
And still attend my cry? 
“ Dear heart, for this end I did live, 
To this end did I die.” 


And if I fall away again, 
And bring Thy Love to shame? 
“ [ll find thee out whereer thou art, 
And stall thy love mill claim.” 


All this for me, whose constant lack 
Doth cause Thee constant pain? 
“ For this I lived, for this I died, 
For this I live again.” 


A MOTHER CRY 


My lad, my lad, you must go with the rest, 
And I would not have you stay ; 

But, oh my own, who drew at my breast, 
How will you answer the terrible test ;— 
How will you keep The Way? 


There are ills that are worse than bullet or blade, 
And those are the ones I dread. 
190 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


I shudder to think of your dear limbs torn,— 
Flesh of my flesh, of my agonies born,— 

But what I most dread is not steel or lead, 
But your virgin soul forsworn. 


Heart of my heart, I would sooner you dead 
Than home to me maimed of soul,— 
Ravaged and marred by that terrible thing 
That is death in life and life’s worst sting ;— 
Oh, my Boy! . . . Come back to me whole ! 


Remember !—your mother was once a girl, 

Oh, Son !—what would you have thought, 

If you knew that some man had wrought her shame, 
And withered her youth with his fiery flame, 

And upon her such woe had brought ? 

Son !—remember!—these girls were innocent once,— 
Dare you further their souls defame? 
You—cannot,—you may not do this thing ! 

It is death in life, it is life’s worst sting ; 

And the price you pay is .. . EVERYTHING. 


AND THE BOY’S REPLY 


God !—if I could but undo it all ! 

I shall never be clean again. 

What a price to pay for a moment’s sway !— 
A clean, sound life given up to decay, 

For a thrill that was half a pain !. 


Now God forgive me that foolishness !— 
~ Would my body could pay it all! 
It will pay, I know, while my flesh remains, 
For nothing can ever wipe out the stains, 
Or shake off the horrible thrall. 
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What a fool !—what a fool !—what a fool I was, 
To walk into such a snare ! 
For I knew full well ’twas the gate of hell, 

And all who entered that doorway fell.— 
Yet... I entered . . . and did not care. 


Did not care— until it was all too late ; 
And then !—O my God,—the sorrow ! : 
But, you see, we lived on the edge of death,— _ 
From pulse to pulse, and from breath to breath— 
And there might be no to-morrow. 


Well,—what’s done in the flesh must be paid in the 
flesh ;— 

Thank God, there is something after ! : 

I have blasted the hopes that were more than my4 
own,— | 

I have hurled my love from her pure white throne sill — 

My God !—if there’s nought I can do to atone,— 

Then . . . I thank Thee for what comes after! 


THE WORD THAT WAS NOT SAID. 


(Lo those parents, the world over, through whose 
criminal neglect of the due and rightful instruction of 
their children in those simple matters of sex which so 
vitally affect their future welfare, the moral and physical 
substance of the race is being wasted—this word of 
warning.) | 


For lack of that due word, — 

You sent him forth to face the deadly strife 

Which men call life, 

Unarmed, unarmoured, unprepared for fight, 

And yet expected him to keep his ’scutcheon white! 
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Yours the reproach if he should miss the way, 
For you of your full duty failed him mortally. 


For lack of that due mword,— 

You sent her out unwarned of the sore strait 

That may await 

The trustful maid untaught the world’s allure. 

You trusted Fate her safety to assure, 

Nor took the trouble to unseal her eyes 

To the dim downward trend of life’s high mysteries. 


For lack of that due word,— 

They two have slipped and fallen into sin. 

They had kept clean 

Had you your duty done and shown the truth 
Of Life’s deep menace to untutored youth. 

Now is the greater sin upon your head, 

For you it was that left that saving word unsaid. 


WATCHMAN! WHAT OF THE NIGHT? 


Watchman! What of the night? 
No light we see,— 
Our souls are bruised and sickened with the sight 
Of this foul crime against humanity. 
The Ways are dark—— 
“7 see THE Mornine LicurT!”’ 


—The Ways are dark ; 
Faith folds her wings ; and Hope, in piteous plight, 
Has dimmed her radiant lamp to feeblest spark. 
Love bleeding lies 
“JT see THE Mornine Lieut!” 
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—Love bleeding lies, 

Struck down by this grim fury of despight, 

Which once again her Master crucifies. 

He dies again 
“ T se—E THE Mornine Lieut !” 


—He dies again, 

By evil slain! Who died for man’s respite 

By man’s insensate rage again is slain. 

O woful sight ! 
“7 sex THE Mornine Licur! 


—Beyond the war-clouds and the reddened ways, 
I see the Promise of the Coming Days! 
I see His Sun arise, new-charged with grace 
Earth’s tears to dry and all her. woes efface ! 
Christ lives! Christ loves! Christ rules ! 
No more shall Might, 
Though leagued with all the Forces of the Night, 
Ride over Right. No more shall Wrong 
The world’s gross agonies prolong. 
Who waits His Time shall surely see 
The triumph of His Constancy ;— 
When, without let, or bar, or stay, 
The coming of His Perfect Day 
Shall sweep the Powers of Night away ;— 
And Faith, replumed for nobler flight, 
And Hope, aglow with radiance bright, 
And Love, in loveliness bedight, 
SHALL Greet THE Mornine Lieut!” 
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CHRISTS ALL! 
Our Boys wHo HAVE GONE TO THE FRONT 


(“Be christs !”’—was one of W. T. Stead’s favourite 
sayings. Not “ Be like Christ !’’—but—* Be christs !” 
And he used the word no doubt in its original meaning,— 
anointed, ordained, chosen. As such we, whose boys 
have gone to the Front, think of them. For they have 
gone, most of them, from a simple, high sense of duty, 
and in many cases under direst feeling of personal 
repulsion against the whole ghastly business. They have 
sacrificed everything, knoning full well that many of 


them will never return to us.) 


Ye are all christs in this your self-surrender,— 

True sons of God in seeking not your own 

Yours now the hardships,—yours shall be the 
splendour 

Of the Great Triumph and THE KING’S “ Well 
done!” 


Yours these rough Calvaries of high endeavour, — 
Flame of the trench, and foam of wintry seas. 
Nor Pain, nor Death, nor aught that is can sever 
You from the Love that bears you on His knees. 


Yes, you are christs, if less at times your seeming,— 
Christ walks the earth in many a simple guise. 

We know you christs, when, in your souls’ redeeming, 
The Christ-light blazes in your steadfast eyes. 


Here—or hereafter, you shall see it ended,— 

This mighty work to which your souls are set. 

If from beyond—then, with the vision splendid, 

You shall smile back and never know regret. 
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Or soon, or late, for each—the Life Immortal ! 
And not for us to choose the How or When. 

Or late, or soon,—what matter ?—since the Portal 
Leads but to glories passing mortal ken. 


O Lads! Dear Lads! Our christs of God’s 
anointing ! 

Press on in hope! Your faith and courage prove ! 

Pass—by these High Ways of the Lord’s appointing! 

You cannot pass beyond our boundless love. 


THE CROSS STILL STANDS! 


(“In the evening I went for a walk to a village lately 
shelled by German heavy guns. Their effect was awful 
—ghastly. It was impossible to imagine the amount of 
damage done until one really saw it. The church was — 
terrible too. The spire was sticking upside down in the 
ground a short distance from the door. The church 
itself was a mass of débris. Scarcely anything was left 
unhit, In the churchyard again the destruction was 
terrific—tombstones thrown all over the place. But the 
most noticeable thing of all was that the three Crucifixes 
—one inside and two outside,—were untouched! How 
they can have avoided the shelling is quite beyond me. It 
nas a wonderful sight though an awful one. There 
were holes in the churchyard about fifteen feet across.” 
—From a letter from my boy at the Front.) 


The churchyard stones all blasted into shreds, 
The dead re-slain within their lowly beds,— 
Tue Cross Stitt Sranps ! 
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His holy ground all cratered and crevassed, 
All flailed to fragments by the fiery blast,— 
THE Cross STILL STANDs ! 


His church a blackened ruin, scarce one stone 
Left on another,—yet, untouched alone,— 
Tue Cross STILL STANDs ! 


His shrines o’erthrown, His altars desecrate, 
His priests the victims of a pagan hate,— 
Tue Cross Stitt STanps ! 


’Mid all the horrors of the reddened ways, 
The thund’rous nights, the dark and dreadful 
days,— 
‘THE Cross STILL STANpDs ! 


And, ’mid the chaos of the Deadlier Strife,— 
A Church at odds with its own self and life,— 
His Cross Stitut STANDs ! 


Faith folds her wings, and Hope at times grows 
dim ; 
The world goes wandering away from Him ;— 
His Cross Stitt Sranps ! 


Love, with the lifted hands and _ thorn-crowned 
head, 
Still conquers Death, though life itself be fled ;— 
His Cross Stitt Sranps.! 


Yes,—Love triumphant stands, and stands for more, 
In our great need, than e’er it stood before ! 
His Cross Stitt Sranps ! 
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WHERE ARE YOU SLEEPING TO-NIGHT, 
MY LAD? 


Where are you sleeping to-night, My Lad, 
Above-ground—or below ? 

The last we heard you were up at the front, 

Holding a trench and bearing the brunt ;— 
But—that was a week ago. 


Ay !—that was a week ago, Dear Lad, 

And a week is a long, long time, 
When a second’s enough, in the thick of the strife, 
To sever the thread of the bravest life, 

And end it in its prime. 


Oh, a week is long when so little’s enough 
To send a man below. 

It may be that while we named your name 

The bullet sped and the quick end came,— 
And the rest we shall never know. 


But this we know, Dear Lad,—all’s well 
With the man who has done his best. 
And whether he live, or whether he die, 
He is sacred high in our memory ;— 
And to God we can leave the rest. 


So—wherever you're sleeping to-night, Dear Lad, 
This one thing we do know,— 
When “ Last Post” sounds, and He makes His 
rounds, 
Not one of you all will be out of bounds, 
Above ground or below. 
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BE QUIET! 


Soul, dost thou fear 

For to-day or to-morrow ? 

Tis the part of a fool 

To go seeking sorrow. 

Of thine own doing 

Thou canst not contrive them. 
Tis He that shall give them ; 
Thou may’st not outlive them. 
So why cloud to-day 

With fear of the sorrow, 

That may or may not 

Come to-morrow ? 


TO YOU WHO HAVE LOST 


I know! I know !— 
The ceaseless ache, the emptiness, the woe,— 
The pang of loss,— 
The strength that sinks beneath so sore a cross. 
“‘__ Heedless and careless, still the world wags on, 
And leaves me broken... Oh, my son! my 
son |” 


Yet—think of this !— 

Yea, rather think on this !— 

He died as few men get the chance to die,— 
Fighting to save a world’s morality. 

He died the noblest death a man may die, 
Fighting for God, and Right, and Liberty ;— 
And such a death is Immortality. 


“« _ He died unnoticed in the muddy trench.” 

Nay,—God was with him, and he did not blench ; 

Filled him with holy fires that nought could quench, 
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And when He saw his work below was done, 

He gently called to him,—‘ My son ! My son! 

I need thee for a greater work than this. 

Thy faith, thy zeal, thy fine activities 

Are worthy of My larger liberties ;’— 

—Then drew him with the hand of welcoming grace, 
And, side by side, they climbed the heavenly ways. 


THE ALABASTER BOX 


The spikenard was not wasted ;— 

All down the tale of years, 

The fragrance of that broken alabaster 

Still clings to Mary’s memory, 

As clung its perfume sweet unto her Master. 


Not less than Martha, 

Mary served her Lord, 

Although she but sat worshipping, 
While Martha spread the board. 


They also minister to Christ, 

And render noblest duty, 

Whose sweet hands touch life’s common ork 
To Fragrance and to Beauty. 


DIES IRA:—DIES PACIS! 


(As earnestly as any I crave the victory of Right over 
this madness of Insensate Might against which we are 
contending. As certainly as any I would, if that were 
conceivably possible, have adequate punishment meted out 
to those who have brought this horror upon the world. 
But I see, as all save the utterly earth-blinded must see 
—that when the Day of Settlement comes, and we and 
our alltes are in a position to impose terms, unless we go 

1 Written early in 1915, 
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into the Council-Chamber with hearts set infleaibly on 
the Common Weal of the World—in a word, unless we 
invite Christ to a seat at the Board—the end may be even 
worse than the beginning ;—this which we have hoped and 
prayed might be the final war may prove but the beginning 
of strifes incredible. ) 


“Only through Me!” ... The clear, high call 
comes pealing, 

Above the thunders of the battle-plain ;— 

“Only through Me can Life’s red wounds find 
healing ; 

Only through Me shall Earth have peace again. 


Only through Me!... Love’s Might, all might 
transcending, 

Alone can draw the poison-fangs of Hate. 

Yours the beginning !—Mine a nobler ending,— 

Peace upon Earth, and Man regenerate! 


Only through Me can come the great awaking ; 

Wrong cannot right the wrongs that Wrong hath 
done ; 

Only through Me, all other gods forsaking, 

Can ye attain the heights that must be won. 


Only through Me shall Victory be sounded ; 

Only through Me can Right wield righteous sword ; 
Only through Me shall Peace be surely founded ; 
Only through Me! . . . Then bid Me to the Board !” 


Can we not rise to such great height of glory ? 

Shall this vast sorrow spend itself in vain ? 

_ Shall fulure ages tell the woeful story,— 

“ Christ by His own was crucified again”? 
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GOD’S CRUCIBLE 


The World is in the Melting-Pot, 

What was is passing away, 

And what will remain, when it cools again, 
No man may safely say. 


But of this we may be certain,— 

The Old Things have gone for aye ; 

The wood, and the hay, and the stubble, they 
Have passed in the heat of the fray. 


And what be the things that are left us? 
-—“ Gold and silver and precious stones ’’? 
Or only a world into chaos hurled, 

And cluttered with brave men’s bones ? 


Have we added aught to the fuel 

Of these fires of the wrath of God? 

Have we had no part in the warping of heart 
That has deluged the earth with blood ? 


But, whatever our sins, the purging 

Has cleansed us and purified ; 

With heart and with brain we must build again 
Things of proof that shall abide. 


O, see that ye build securely, 
When the time for building comes ; 
—With square-hewn blocks of Righteousness, 
And corner-stones of Faithfulness, 
And girders strong of Righted Wrong, 
And the blood of our Martyrdoms ! 


And—build on The One Foundation, 

That shall make the building sure,— 

The Rock that was laid ere the world was made,— . 

Build on Him, and ye build secure ! 
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THE HIGH THINGS 


The Greatest Day that ever dawned,— 
It was a Winter’s Morn. 


The Finest Temple ever built 
Was a Shed where a Babe was born. 


The Sweetest Robes by woman wrought 
Were the Swaths by the Baby worn. 


And the Fairest Hair the world has seen, 
—Those Locks that were never shorn. 


The Noblest Crown man ever wore,— 
It was the Plaited Thorn. 


The Grandest Death man ever died,— 
It was the Death of Scorn. 


The Sorest Grief by woman known 
Was the Mother- Maid’s forlorn. 


The Deepest Sorrows e’er endured 
Were by The Outcast borne. 


The Truest Heart the world e’er broke 
Was the Heart by man’s sins torn. 


THE EMPTY CHAIR 


Wherever is an empty chair— 
Lord, be Thou there ! 
And fill it—like an answered prayer— 
With grace of fragrant thought, and rare 
Sweet memories of him whose place 
Thou takest for a little space !— 
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—With thought of that heroical 

Great heart that sprang to Duty’s call ; 
—With thought of all the best in him, 
That Time shall have no power to dim ; 
—With thought of Duty nobly done, 
And High Eternal Welfare won. 


Think ! Would you wish that he had stayed, 
When all the rest The Call obeyed? 
——-That thought of self had held in thrall 


His soul, and shrunk it mean and small ? 


Nay, rather thank the Lord that he 
Rose to such height of chivalry ; 
—That, with the need, his loyai soul 
Swung like a needle to its pole; 
—That, setting duty first, he went 
At once, as to a sacrament. 


So, Lord, we thank Thee for Thy Grace, 
And pray Thee fill his vacant place ! 


ROAD-MATES 


From deepest depth, O Lord, [ cry to Thee. 
“* My Love runs quick to your necessity.” 


[ am bereft ; my soul is sick with loss. 
“ Dear one, I know. My heart broke on the Cross.” 


What most I loved is gone. I walk alone. 
“« My Love shall more than fill his place, My own.” 


The burden is too great for me to bear. 
“ Not when I’m here to take an equal share.” 
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The road is long, and very wearisome. 
“ Just on in front I see the light of home.” 
The night is black ; I fear to go astray. 
“ Hold My hand fast. Dll lead you all the way.’ 
My eyes are dim, with weeping all the night. 
“* With one soft kiss I mill restore your sight.” 


And Thou wilt do all this for me ?—for me ? 
“ For this I came—to bear you company.” 


ALPHA—OMEGA 


Curly head, and laughing eyes,— 
Mischief that all blame defies. 


Cricket,—footer,—Eton-jacket,— 
Everlasting din and racket. 


Tennis,—boating,-—socks and ties, — 
Tragedies,—and comedies. 


Business,—sobered,—getting on,— 
One girl now—The Only One. 


London Scottish,—sporran,—kilt,— 
Bonnet cocked at proper tilt. 


Dies Ire !—Off to France,— 
Lord !——a safe deliverance ! 


Deadly work,—foul gases,—trenches ; 
Naught that radiant spirit quenches. 


Letters dated “ Somewhere,—France, ”’— 
Mud,—and grub,—and no romance. 


Hearts at home all on the quiver, 
Telegrams make backbones shiver. 
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Silence !—Feverish enquiry ;— 
Dies Ire !—Dies Ire ! 


His the joy,—and ours the pain, 
But, ere long, we'll meet again. 


Not too much we’l) sorrow—for 
It’s both “a Dieu!” and “ au revoir !” 


HAIL!—AND FAREWELL! 


They died that we might live,— 

Hail !—And Farewell ! 

—All honour give 

To those who, nobly striving, nobly fell, 
That we might live! 


That we might live they died,— 

Hail !—And Farewell ! 

—Their courage tried, 

By every mean device of treacherous hate, 
Like Kings they died. 


Eternal honour give, — 

Hail !—And Farewell ! 

—To those who died, 

In that full splendour of heroic pride, 
That we might live ! 


THE NAMELESS GRAVES 


Unnamed at times, at times unknown, 
Our graves lie thick beyond the seas ; 
Unnamed, but not of Him unknown ;— 
He knows !— He sees ! 
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And not one soul has fallen in vain. 
Here was no useless sacrifice. 

From this red sowing of white seed 
New life shall rise, 


All that for which they fought lives on, 
And flourishes triumphantly ; 

Watered with blood and hopeful tears, 
It could not die. 


The world was sinking in a slough 
Of sloth, and ease, and selfish greed ; 
God surely sent this scourge to mould 
A nobler creed. 


Birth comes with travail ; all these woes 
Are birth-pangs of the days to be. 

Life’s noblest things are ever born 

In agony. 


So—comfort to the stricken heart ! 
Take solace in the thought that he 
You mourn was called by God to such 
High dignity. 


EVERYWOMAN AND WAR 


They sat, the man and the woman, over a hand ful of 
smouldering ashes, wherein was but the barest spark of 
life, and all about them lay their world in ruin. The 
fighting was over; the victory won. Right had 
triumphed in the end over the madness of Insensate 
Might. But the cost had been heavy, and the sky was 
still black nith clouds. 

He was a broken man. A blood-stained clout was 
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tnisted round his wounded head, and covered one eye of 
which the sight mas gone. His right arm hung 
helpless in a roughly-made sling. His left leg and foot 
were swathed about with rude bandages. He was lean- 
faced and worn, and his uniform was in rags. He had 
lost much blood, and with it much of faith and hope. 
Yet there was about him a certain dogged resolution 
against defeat. He was a broken, but not a beaten, 
man. 

The woman's face mwas white also; her eyes were 
weary and dark with many sorrows. Her clothing was 
in tatters; her hair dishevelled. She had the mien of one 
who had suffered sore brusings both of body and soul, 
but more even of soul than of body. 

She sat nith her chin in her hand and her elbow on her 
knee, and gazed steadily at the little spark of life still 
left in the core of dead ashes, The faint glow of the 
dying fire set a tiny star in both her misted eyes. 

Between them, spilled out on the floor as though 
asleep, was the body of a child. But the child was dead. 

They spoke together, in low tones, slowly and weightily. 

And this is what they said :— 


Woman (nith a long-drann sigh, raising her other 
arm in eloquent appeal and dropping it in despair): 
How long, O Lord, how long? . . . Why must these 
things be? And must it be so for ever? 

Man: As long as man is what he is it will be so. 

Woman: But why? You had no wish to fight— 
you, yourself. You do not love fighting. 

Man: You know it. All I desired was to live in 
peace and happiness with you, with you to rear our 
brood, to set their feet in larger ways, their faces te 
the Light. 
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Woman: Yet you fought .. . and we are bereft. 
Man (doggedly): Ay! At times man has to fight. 
Woman: Why? 

Man: For his life and for his faith—for his honour, 
for his home-—for all he holds above the common. 

Woman: If Right ruled, these would never be in 
peril. 

Man (bitterly): Ay, .. . if right ruled. 

Woman: After all these years! Why should this 
be? 

Man: Because men are men, hot-passioned and 
compound of good and ill, and at times the ill 
prevails, It always has been so. It always will 
be so. 

(They fall silent for a time.) 

Woman (gazing earnestly into the fire, and, as she 
speaks, nodding her head slowly, as though in recognition 
of something she sces there): It need not be so. 

Man: How then? Who shall alter it? 

Woman: Woman! ... See now! (She turns to 
him mith outstretched arm, and in her eyes the stars shine 
brightly.) Who suffers most by War? 

Man: Why, we who face hot death upon the 
field. 

Woman (her outstretched hand droops till it points 
eloquently to the dead child): Nay,then! In pain and 
travail brought I forth our child. Yours was the joy, 
but mine the anguish of it. °*Tis we who suffer most 
by war. You have the fierce delight of battle. We 
wait the end in bitterness and fear. We suffer most. 
If our poor lives be spared, we lose what is more 
dear. ... And we could stop it. It is within our 
power to stop all wars and suffer them no more. It 
could be done! (A tiny flame shoots up amid the 
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embers ; her eyes shine still more brightly in the glow of 
wt.) It could be done! . . . Woman could make an 
end of War for ever. I have seen it—-there !—in 
the glow of the fire! I have seen it all complete. 
God opened my eyes and I have seen. 

Man (gazing at her in wonder): How then?— 
Woman make an end of War? .. . an—end—of— 
War? (Shakes his head amazedly.) Nay! ... I 
would to God she could! But that’s beyond her. 
What saw you in the fire? 

Woman (propping her chin in her palm again and her 
elbow on her knee, and gazing steadfastly into the fire, 
which burns more and more brightly, as though responsive 
to her thought): This!—In every land throughout 
the earth I saw all women pledged to Peace— 
pledged, one and all, inflexibly to Peace, . . . every 
woman, in every land, at any cost, at every risk, at 
every sacrifice—if needs be of her life. It needed 
but one brave man’s life to stop the bloody games at 
Rome. A thousand women’s lives would make an 
end of War for ever. How gladly would a thousand 
women die to save the world from War !—to save the 
world from War for evermore! (Ske throws up her 
hand in rapture at the thought of it.) 7 

Man (shaking his head in unbelief ): Your thought 
is far beyond me. But—of this I am assured— 
Woman would never pledge herself to such great 
sacrifice. 

Woman (nith an eloquent gesture): The heart of 
Womanhood throughout the world is sick with 
bruisings. Proud of your valiance we are—oh, proud ~ 
and glad !—yet anguished at the waste. Do we bear 
sons for Moloch?—bone of our bone, flesh of our — 
flesh, to mulch the earth like dung? There’s scarce 
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a woman’s heart in all the world but aches with loss 
this day. When woman’s heart is nailed upon its 
cross, its crown is near. It could be done! It can 
be done! ... So small across !—so great a crown! 
No woman of us all would shrink from death if so the 
world could be redeemed from War—redeemed for 
ever from this awful curse of War. It could be done ! 
It can be done! 

Man (shaking his head again slonly): If all the 
women were like you—perchance 

Woman: No woman’s heart in all the world but 
loathes this curse of War. Make plain to them that 
in their hands it lies to end all wars for ever, and 
their souls would leap to it. ... But once—and 
that but doubtfully—their faith and courage might 
be sorely tried. But once, and then, for ever— 
_ Peace! Howsmall a price to pay for boon so great ! 
It could be done! 

Man: If you could compass it! But—(shakes his 
head)—an enterprise so vast exceeds a woman’s 
powers. 

Woman : One woman’s—yes! But every woman’s? 
—No! In every land throughout the world I'd call 
on every woman to enrol her name and pledge her 
life to Peace. The one desire of every woman’s 
heart in all the world to-day is—Peace. What would 
not woman give for Peace that should endure for 
ever? Think of it! A mighty World-wide Women’s 
League for Peace!—A hundred million women 
pledged to Peace! How would man’s puny arms 
withstand their might? 

Man (shaking his head): You'd never get the 
women pledged to it. 

Woman: It—could—be—done ! 
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Man: You'd be opposed by every King and 
‘Kaiser, Emperor and Tsar, throughout the world. 

Woman (with a wave of the hand): By every selfish 
soul that lives by war. The world has suffered them 
too long. O wonder of the ages! (She throws up 
her arm in eloquent gesture.) O marvel of all time !— 
this wonderful great patience of the peoples! How 
long, O Lord, how long? . . . See, then !—I bear no 
thought of ill against a King who rules by common 
will, whose people’s voice is free, and he its best 
interpreter. If he be fittest, let him rule. But 
those on whom the final burden falls must have their 
say in every State’s affairs. No State so ruled will 
make for war as one in grip of iron hand for that sole 
hand’s sole good. 

Man: The fittest men are few. 

Woman: The rest must go. God never lacks for 
men. The people pay their rulers’ debts in blood 
and tears. Who pays must call the tune. ’Tis time 
the people came into their own. Too long they’ve 
been exploited by the few. Too long! (throning up 
her hand.) How long, O Lord, how long! And we 
have paid—-(her hand sinks eloquently towards the dead 
child) —in blood—and tears, 

Man (shaking his head): Man will but see in this 
strange thought of yours another veiled attempt to 
gain those rights your sisters sought by means in- 
sufferable. 

Woman: He will learn better. The world wants 
Peace. Through all the ages man has fought and 
died to win him Peace and Safety. And where is 
Peace? — and Safety, where? A _ million million 
men have died for Peace, and yet—no Peace! 
Could Woman compass Peace Unbreakable, what 
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guerdon hers? What place would man accord 
her? 

Man: Anything! For boon so great — every- 
thing! End War for ever, and in that ampler life, 
set free from War’s alarms, all else must follow, as the 
greater holds the less. 

Woman: It can be done! 

Man: I would to God it could! But 
his head in utter unbelief). 

Woman: For things of smaller moment Woman 
dared and risked her all—her very life. Would she 
dare less to win this gift of Peace? 

Man: Where the church failed 

Woman: God pardon it—and us! His house 
divided—how should it prevail? Yet in the heart 
of woman more than man the White Fire burns. 
With Peace the flame would spread and burn more 
brightly still. 

Man: War brings us to our knees, 

Woman: Perforce! Yet better still the prayers of 
peace and thankfulness. Prayer born of fear shall 
still avail, but prayer that wells from brimming heart 
is sweeter in God’s ears. 

Man: Grant that you got your world-wide women 
pledged to Peace—what then? Wars would still 
spring from out the void in spite of you. 

Woman: At the first threat of war—and, mind 
you ! women in your councils, wars would not spring, 
as now, from out the void—the women pledged to 
Peace on either side would rise—rise in their white- 
clad millions, and forbid it; would strive in every 
way for Peace with every power God gave them. 
But, should the foolish ones persist and draw to 
battle, all those white-clad millions would march 
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forth and draw between and dare their own to slay 
them. 

Just once, perchance—and that but small per- 
chance—their men, if still embruted and enslaved by 
man, might cast aside their souls and slay. But only 
once! Wolf eats not wolf. Shall man destroy his 
own at man’s behest? And women pledged to that 
would yield their lives ungrudgingly for such reward 
—the World emancipate from War for evermore ! 
It could be done! 

Man (shaking his head): A noble dream—but all 
impossible ! 

Woman (nth prophetic assurance): No dream—a 
Heavenly Vision! It—could—be—done! <A world- 
wide Women’s League for Peace, and at its head— 
The Christ, the Prince of Peace! It could be done! 
The scales are fallen from mine eyes. I see! I see 
it clear to its remotest end! It can be done ! 

Man (gazing al her inspired face): In truth, you 
almost make me think it could be done. 

Woman (nith shining eyes, as the fire bursts into 
flame): It—can—be—done! We who have suffered, 
we can save our sisters for all time from equal © 
wounds, and heal our own. Upon the piles of our 
dear dead shall rise the temple walls of Peace. Out 
of our sorrow shall come joy; out of this bitter, 
sweet. And this vast ill, which seemed to us all loss, 
shall, by God's grace, be turned to everlasting gain. 
It—can—be—done! It—can—be—done ! 
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THE MEETING-PLACE 
A WarRNING 


I saw my fellows 
In Poverty Street,— 
Bitter and black with life’s defeat, 
I}l-fed, ill-housed, of ills complete. 
And I said to myself,— 
“ Surely death were sweet 
To the people who live in Poverty Street.” 


I saw my fellows 
In Market Place,— 
Avid and anxious, and hard of face, 
Sweating their souls in the godless race. 
And I said to myself,— 
“ How shall these find grace 
Who tread Him to death in the Market Place ?” 


I saw my fellows 
In Vanity Fair,— 
Revelling, rollicking, debonair, 
Life all a Gaudy-Show, never a care. 
And I said to myself,—- 
“ Is there place for these 
In my Lord’s well-appointed policies ?”’ 


i saw my fellows 
In Old Church Row,— 
Hot in discussion of things High and Low, 
Cold to the seething volcano below. 
And I said to myself,— 
“ The leaven is dead. 
The salt has no savour. The spirit rs fled.” 
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I saw my fellows 
As men and men,— 
The Men of Pain, and the Men of Gain, 
And the Men who lived in Gallanty-Lane. 
And I said to myself,— 
“‘ What if those should dare 
To claim from these others their righeful share?” 


I saw them all 
Where the Cross- Roads meet ;— 
Vanity Fair, and Poverty Street, 
' And the Mart, and the Church,—when the Red 
Drums beat, 
And summoned them all to The Great Court- 
Leet. | 
And I cried unto God, — 
“ Now grant us Thy grace!” 


For that was a terrible Meeting- Place. 


VICTORY DAY} 
AN ANTICIPATION 


As sure as God’s in His Heaven, 

As sure as He stands for Right, 
As sure as the Hun this wrong hath done, 
So surely we win this fight ! 


Then !— 

Then, the visioned eye shall see 

The great and noble company, 

That gathers there from land and sea, 


1 Written in 1915. 
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From over-land and over-sea, 
From under-land and under-sea, 
To celebrate right royally 
The Day of Victory. 


Not alone on that great day, 

Will the war-worn victors come, 

To meet our great glad “ Welcome Home!” 
And a whole world’s deep “ Well-done !”’ 
Not alone! Not alone will they come, 
To the sound of the pipe and the drum ; 
They will come to their own 

With the pipe and the drum, 

With the merry merry tune 

Of the pipe and the drum ;— 
But—they—will—not—come—alone ! 


In their unseen myriads there, 
Unperceived, but no less there, 
In the vast of God’s own air, 

They will come! 
With never a pipe or a drum, 
All the flower of Christendom, 
In a silence more majestic,— 
They will come! They will come ! 
The unknown and the known, 
To meet our deep “ Well done!” 
And the world-resounding thunders 
Of our great glad ‘“ Welcome Home!” 
With their faces all alight, 
And their brave eyes shining bright, 
From their glorious martyrdom, 

They will come! 
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They will once more all unite 
With their comrades of the fight,— 
To share the world’s delight 
In the Victory of Right, 
And the doom—the final doom— 
The final, full, and everlasting doom 
Of brutal Might, 

They will come! 


At the world-convulsing boom 

Of the treacherous Austrian gun,— 

At the all-compelling “ Come!” 

Of that deadly signal-gun,— 

They gauged the peril, and they came. 

—-Of many a race, and many a name, 

But all ablaze with one white flame, 

They tarried not to count the cost, 

But came. 

They came from many a clime and coast,— 

The slim of limb, the dark of face, 

They shouldered eager in the race,— 

The sturdy giants of the frost, 

And the stalwarts of the sun,— 

Britons, Britons, Britons are they ! 
Britons, every one! 

It shall be their life-long boast, 

That they counted not the cost, 

But, at the Mother-Country’s call, they came. 

They came a wrong to right, 

They came to end the blight 

Of a vast ungodly might, 

And by their gallant coming overcame. 

Britons, Britons, Britons are they ! 
Britons, every one ! 
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It shall be their nobler boast,— 

It shall spell their endless fame,— 

That, regardless of the cost, 

They won the world for Righteousness, 

And cleansed it of its shame, 

Britons, Britons, Britons, are they ! 
Britons, every one! 


And now,—again they come, 
With merry pipe and drum, 
Amid the storming cheers, 
And the grateful-streaming tears, 
Of this our great, glad, sorrowing Welcome-Home, 
They shall every one be there, 
On the earth or in the air, 
From the land and from the sea, 
And from under-land and sea, 
Not a man shall missing be 
From the past and present fighting-strength 
Of that great company. 
Those who lived, and those who died, 
They were one in noble pride 
Of desperate endeavour and of duty nobly done ; 
For their lives they risked and gave 
Very Soul of Life to save, 
And by their own great valour, and the Grace of 
God, they won. 
Britons, Britons, Britons are they !— 
Britons, every one! 
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THE VISION SPLENDID 


Here—or hereafter—you shall see it ended, 
This mighty work to which your souls are set ; 
If from beyond—then, with the vision splendid, 
You shall smile back and never know regret. 


Be this your vision !—through you, Life transfigured, 
Uplift, redeemed from its forlorn estate, 

Purged of the stains which once its soul disfigured, 
Healed and restored, and wholly consecrate. 


Christ’s own rich blood, for healing of the nations, 
Poured through His heart the message of reprieve ; 
God’s holy martyrs built on His foundations, 

Built with their lives and died that Life might live. 


Now in their train, your blood shall bring like 
healing ; 

You, like the Saints, have freely given your all, 

And your high deaths, God’s purposes revealing, 

Sound through the earth His mighty Clarion Cail. 


O, not in vain has been your great endeavour ; 
For, by your dyings, Life is born again, 

And greater love hath no man tokened ever, 
Than with his life to purchase Life’s high gain. 


JOINED UP 


There is gathering in the heavens an innumerable 
host 
Of the valiant and the noble ones who count the 
world well lost, 
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The Lord of Hosts had need of them for the work He 
has on hand, 

Now, like the stars for multitude, they wait His 
high command. ‘ 


Every race and every nation, every land beneath the 
sun 

Has helped to swell that great array, but all in Him 
are one ; 

For the things that made for hatreds, and the things 
that made for wrath, 

Fell from them as they passed The Gate and pledged 
their new God-troth. 


He is ranging, He is sorting them, He is moulding 
to His Will 

Those wondrous divers elements that each his place 
may fill ; 

The Lord of Life His Kingdom claims, His banner is 
unfurled, 

He is marshalling His forces for the conquest of the 
world. 


The Captain of that mighty host is robed in stainless 
white, 

In His hand the spear of Justice, and the sword of 
Truth and Right, 

He wears as crown a platted thorn,—the kingliest 
crown e’er worn, 

And blazoned on His banner is the glorious Cross of 
Scorn. 


All the dear ones we have lost are in that host 
beyond compare, 
He has called them to His battle that they may His 
triumph share ; 
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And no man there but glories in the gain we count 
but loss,— 

For they proudly follow Him who eae IESE Death 
upon the Cross. 


And the hearts of men are stirring now; they feel 
His Presence near ; 

His clarion-call has thrilled the world with its chal- 
lenge loud and clear ; 

By the dim High Way of Sorrow, and the clean 
reluctant sword, 

The Soul of Life is answering the summons of its 
Lord. 


A NEW EARTH 


God grant us wisdom in these coming days, 

And eyes unsealed, that we clear visions see 

Of that new world that He would have us build, 
To Life’s ennoblement and His high ministry. 


God give us sense,—God-sense of Life’s new needs, 
And souls aflame with new-born chivalries— 
To cope with those black growths that foul the 
| ways, — 
To cleanse our poisoned founts with God-born 
energies. 


To pledge our souls to nobler, loftier life, 
To win the world to His fair sanctities, 

To bind the nations in a Pact of Peace, 
And free the Soul of Life for finer loyalties. 


Not since Christ died upon His lonely cross 

Has Time such prospect held of Life’s new birth ; 

Not since the world of chaos first was born 

Has man so clearly visaged hope of a new earth. 
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Not of our own might can we hope to rise 

Above the ruts and soilures of the past, 

But, with His help who did the first earth build, 
With hearts courageous we may fairer build this last. 


THE CHURCHES 


Two, in the darkness, sought the Cross, 
But in their blindness found it not ; 
This way and that, in dole and loss, 
They sought the Cross, but found it not. 


“ This way /’’—the one insistent cried ; 
‘¢ Nay, this !”’—the other quick replied ; 
And each the other’s hope denied. 


“TI tell you, my way is the right !” 
« Nay then, you stumbler in the night, 
My way alone leads to the light !” 


“ Perverse /—Go then your own wrong road /”’ 
“I go /—for my way leads to God.” 
And each his own way brusquely strode. 


And up above, upon The Tree, 
Christ's wounds broke in fresh agony. 


WHAT DID YOU SEE OUT THERE, 
MY LAD? 


What did you see out there, my lad, 
That has set that look in your eyes ? 
You went out a boy, you have come back a man, 
With strange new depths underneath your tan ; 
What was it you saw out there, my lad, 
That set such deeps in your eyes ? 
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“ Strange things,—and sad,—and wonderful,-— 
Things that I scarce can tell.— 

I have been in the sweep of the Reaper’s scythe, — 
With God,—and Christ,—and hell. 


“I have seen Christ doing Christly deeds ; 

I have seen the devil at play ; 

I have grimped to the sod in the hand of God ; 
I have seen the godless pray. 


“‘T have seen Death blast out suddenly 
From a clear blue summer sky ; 

I have slain like Cain with a blazing brain ; 
I have heard the wounded cry. 


“‘T have lain alone among the dead, 

With no hope but to die; 

I have seen them killing the wounded ones ; 
I have seen them crucify, 


“J have seen the Devil in petticoats 
Wiling the souls of men ; 

I have seen great sinners do great deeds 
And turn to their sins again. 


“TI have sped through hells of fiery hail, 
With fell red-fury shod ; 

I have heard the whisper of a Voice ; 

I have looked in the face of God.” 


You've a right to your deep, high look, my lad, 
You have met God in the ways ; 
And no man looks into His face 
But he feels tt all his days. 
You've a right to your deep, high look, my lad, 
And we thank him for His grace. 

224 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


WHERE ARE YOU GOING, 
GREAT-HEART? 


Where are you going, Great- Heart, 
With your eager face and your fiery grace 2— 


Where are you going, Great-Heart ? 


“To fight a fight with all my might, 

For Truth and Justice, God and Right, 

To grace all Life with His fair Light.” 
Then God go with you, Great- Heart / 


Where are you going, Great-Heart ? 
“ To beard the Devil in his den ; 
To smite him with the strength of ten ; 
To set at large the souls of men.” 
Then God go with you, Great-Heart / 


Where are you going, Great-Heart ? 
“To end the rule of knavery ; 
To break the yoke of slavery ; 
To give the world delivery.” 
Then God go mith you, Great- Heart ! 


Where are you going, Great-Heart ? 
“To hurl high-stationed evil down ; 
To set the Cross above the crown; 
To spread abroad My King’s renown.” 
Then God go nith you, Great-Heart ! 


Where are you going, Great-Heart ? 
“To cleanse the earth of noisome things ; 
To draw from life its poison-stings ; 
To give free play to Freedom’s wings.” 
Then God go mith you, Great Heart / 
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Where are you going, Great-Heart ? 
“To lift To-day above the Past ; 
To make To-morrow sure and fast ; 
To nail God’s colours to the mast.” 
Then God go mith you, Great-Heart ! 


Where are you going, Great-Heart ? 
“To break down old dividing-lines ; 
To carry out My Lord’s designs ; 
To build again His broken shrines,” 
Then God go mith you, Great-Heart ! 


Where are you gowng, Great-Heart ? 
“To set all burdened peoples free ; 
To win for all God’s liberty ; 
To ’stablish His Sweet Sovereignty.” 
God goeth with you, Great-Heart / 


(After Lammenais.) 


AFTER THE STORM 


After the storm—Thy calm,— 

After the earthquake, wind, and fire,— 

The still, small voice, 

Which yet doth pierce the marrow of our hearts 
And makes our souls rejoice, 


The whirlwind racked our Mounts of Selfish Ease,— 
Thy Hand was in it, but we did not see. | 
The earthquake shook our proud-built buttresses ;— 
Thy Hand was in it, but we could not see. 
The fire devoured our bravest and our best ;— 
Thy Hand was in it, but we would not see. 
But now . . . Thy ways are manifest, 
| And—dimly, Lord, we see. 
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Wrapped in the mantle of our sorrows, now 

- Before Thee in the cavern’s mouth we stand ; 
Behind us,—all Thy mysteries of woe ; 
Before us,—visions of Thy Promised Land ;— 


A land swept clean by earthquake, storm, and fire ;— 

A land wherein Thy Spirit may rejoice ; 

Where Faith and Hope, with Love enthroned, 
conspire 


To build Thy Kingdom of the Still, Small Voice. 


That still, small voice that yet proclaims Thy will, 
Above the thunders of the battle-plain, 

That bids man his high destiny fulfil, 

And rise, and reap in full Thy golden grain. 


Thou hast made chaos of our old content, 
Purged us with fire, and winnowed us with woe ; 
We were forgetting that Thy gifts are meant 
Only to wean us from the things below. 


Yea, we forgot that all life’s joys are sent, 
Not as an end, but of Thy favour lent 

For our poor natures’ sweet encouragement, 
And for our souls’ most high ennoblement. 


Help us to purge us of those lower things, 
Which, growing, brought this world-catastrophe ! 
Help us to build, of these our sufferings, 
Temples of Grace all dedicate to Thee ! 
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THE VALLEY OF DECISION 


The World is in the Valley of Decision ; 

It is standing at the parting of the ways ; 

Will it climb the Steps of God to realms elysian,— 
Or fall on horror of still darker days? 


Will it free itself from every shameful shackle ? 
Will it claim the glorious freedom of the brave? 
Will it lose the soul of Life in this debacle, 

And sink into a mean dishonoured grave ? 


All the world is in the Valley of Decision, 

And out of it there is but one sure road ;— 

Kyes unsealed can still foresee the mighty vision 
Of a world in travail turning unto God. 


All the world is in the Valley of Decision, 
Who shall dare its future destiny foretell ? 
Will it yield its soul unto the Heavenly Vision, 
Or sink despairing into its own hell ? . 


THROUGH THE VALLEY 


As I walk through the Valley of Shadows 
No evil do I fear, 
The Staff of Thy Love doth comfort me, 
Thy Rod itself hath cheer ; 
For they guide me with care to the pastures fair 
Where the living waters flow, 
Where the shadows give place to the Sun of Thy 
grace, 
And Thy Passion-Flowers grow. 
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So I come through the Valley of Shadows: 

It was very drear and dark, 

For Death had been reaping his harvest there 
And had left it bare and stark. 

But the shadowy way climbs up to the day, 
And I press on with heart elate, 

For the end of my quest is the shining crest, 
And a wide-flung Open Gate. 


And One hath a sumptuous table spread, 
Inside the Open Gate, 

And there, with welcoming hands and face, 
My coming He doth wait. 

And His greeting sweet doth my joy complete, 
As He draws me into rest, 

_ For I know that the road I so wearily trod 

Is the way His Love deemed best. 


And there, of His radiant company, 

Full many a one I see, 

Who has won through the Valley of Shadows 
To the larger liberty. 

And oh, in the grace of the heavenly place, 

It is joy to meet mine own, 

And to know that not one but has valiantly won 
By the way of the Cross, his crown. 


SWEET LAVENDER 


The pains of hell had gotten hold of him ; 
He longed for death. 
Dim were his eyes, feeble his pulse, and grim 
His laboured breath. 
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His nurses’ hearts were wrung with woe for him, 
So sore his plight ; 

His cup of anguish trembled to the brim 
Without respite. 


Sleep came not near to succour him. All day 
He longed for night ; 

And through the dim night watches still he lay 
Craving the light. 


‘* He cannot stand it long,” they said. And yet 

He did not die. 

And each new thing they tried seemed but to whet 
His agony. 


“ Unless he sleeps, he dies.” . . . The sands ran low, 
But nought availed 

To check the on-come of the ruthless foe,— 

Pain still prevailed. 


Then one, in pity, on his pillow laid 

A tiny bag | 

Of lavender, the simplest thing,—rough made 
Of silken rag. © 


Pale blue it was, like the Madonna’s gown,— 

Or English skies 

In Springtime, when the sweet bright days enthrone 
Life’s ecstasies. 


“ What's that ?’’—the sufferer groaned, and sensed its 
sweet 
With eagerness, 
“Sweet lavender from home,’ . . . and the word beat 
Through his distress, 
230 


Selected Poems of John Oxenham 


Sweet lavender from home!  . . it wafted him 
Across the seas,— 
He saw the path, the stile, the stream abrim, 
The sunlit trees,— 


Where he and one had wandered, heart to heart,— 
Wedded that day,— 

With four days more before they two must part,— 
He to the fray. 


And she had pelted him with lavender’s 
Sweet budding sprays, 

And like to heaven had been his love and hers 
Those five full days. 


He smiled, through all the torment of his pain,— 
Andithen, .. . he slept ; 

And all the ward, to salvage such great gain, 

On tip-toe crept. 


They know not whom to thank for that sweet 
grace,— 

Their hearts go out 

To-you,—and you,—in gratitude, in case 

’Twas your good thought. 


That tiny silken bag they hold, you see, 
Beyond all price, 

For, under God, three lives it saved, maybe, 
For Paradise. 


THE BALLAD OF JIM BAXTER 


Jim Baxter was the coarsest clay 
That ever was turned out ; 
But a very first-class fighting-man, 
Of that there was no doubt. 
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He’d fought since ever he could crawl, 
And generally won ; 

Because he never could be brought 

To see that he was done. 


So when the war came, Jim was off,— 
Among the first to go, 

Though what the scrap was all about 
He didn’t rightly know. 


He simply couldn’t miss it when 
There was fighting to be done. 
Duty, he told the wife and kids, 
Was a thing no man could shun ; 
And, besides, he had a hankering 
To see the blooming fun. 


And he might have been a corporal— 
Or at all events a lance,— 

If he hadn’t been, week out, week in, — 
For ever on the prance. 


And he might have been a sergeant, 
If he hadn’t played the goat ; 

For Jim was a first-class fighting-man, 
Of that there was no doubt. 


And he might have been a Q.MLS., 
If he hadn’t been a fool ; 

But, though a first-class fighting-man, 
He had been no good at school. 


He drank enough for ten good men, 
He swore till all was blue; — 
And non.-coms. never drink or swear, 
Or do what they shouldn’t do. 
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So Jim remained a private,— 

- When he wasn’t in the jug ; 
_ And hated sergeants, large and small, 
And didn’t care a plug. 


He liked the padre just as much, 
And heeded not his talk ; 

And when the good man tackled him, 
He always tried to balk. 


Then came the day, when, blithe and gay, 
They smashed the German line, 

And Jim was first man in the trench, 
Fighting like any nine. 


They held it for an hour or more, 
While their supports in rear, 
Instead of coming, lost their way, 
And threw things out of gear. 


And then the huns came swarming back, 
And word was given to quit ; 

But Jim was fighting as he drank 

And paid no heed to it. 


Their cartridges had given out, 
Supplies had gone astray ; 

Twas time to go if they would live 
To fight another day. 


« Blank—blankety—blank !’ the Sergeant roared,— 
« Back lads !—They’re ten to one !” 
Then something took him in the chest,— 
« Back lads!’ he groaned, “ I’m done.” 
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But Jim was not the kind to leave 
A comrade in distress, 

Although he was the awkwardest 
Of all the Sergeants’ mess. 


So Jim, he straddled over him 
And kept the huns at bay, 

And, with both butt and bayonet, 
Made wonderful fine play. 


He fought like ten big fighting-men ; 
But huns have no respect 

For valour in an enemy,— 

They deem it incorrect. 


So Jim went down plugged full of holes ; 
But he was hard to kill, 

And, while he lay unconscious, they 
Worked out their evil will. 


When Jim came to, he found himself 
Nailed to a cross of wood, 

Just like the Christs you find out there 
On every country road. 


He wondered dully if he’d died, 

And so become a Christ ; 

“ Perhaps,” he thought, “ all men are Christs 
When they are crucified.” — 


His strength was ebbing with his blood, 
His hands and feet were dead, 
Fierce biting pains shot from the nails 
And blazed within his head. 
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Below, a mob of jeering huns 

Mocked at his woful plight, 

They bade him loose himself, and come 
Down for another fight. 


“Christ !””—groaned Jim Baxter, through his teeth, 
And meant no ill thereby ; 

It was his usual expletive 

And came most readily. 


_ “Christ !”"— groaned Jim Baxter, through his teeth, 


“ D’you call”. ©. this’... '. ‘fighting fair? 
Just loose me hands . . . and loose me feet... . 
An’ I’d lick you still . . . I swear.” 


“ Christ!’’—groaned Jim Baxter, through his teeth, 
As the pangs took hold of him— 

“Tm going quick .. . a dirty trick .. .” 

His eyes were growing dim. 


But, suddenly, he raised his head, 

His eyes shone clear and bright, 

And opened wide . . . for, at his side, 
Stood One clothed all in white. 


The sun broke through the morning mist 
And bathed them in its light,— 

Jim Baxter nailed upon his cross, 

And The Other all in white. 


His face was wondrous pitiful, 
But still more wondrous sweet ; 
And Jim saw holes just like his own 
In His white hands and feet ; 
But His look it was that won Jim’s heart, 
It was so wondrous sweet. 
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‘Christ !”’—said the dying man once more, 
With accent reverent, 

He had never said it so before, 

But he knew now what Christ meant ;— 


“ Christ’’ meant a friend in time of need, 
In spite of foes,—a friend indeed ; 

That was quite evident,— 

A friend who drew his heart right out, 
And for his soul did plead. 

Jim gave in full, heart, mind and soul, 
In deep acknowledgment. 


And then, through all his deadly pains, 
He bravely smiled . . . and sighed,— 
Just one long sigh of deep content, 

Then dropped his head . . . and died. 


His comrades took the trench next day, 
And found him nailed up there, 

With a smile of grace upon his face, 
But never a sign of care. 


And there, on his cross, they buried him, 
Against a Judgment Day ; 

Not That Great Day,—but a nearer one, 
That draweth on as the war is won, 
When for the evil they have done, 

The doers of ill shall pay. 
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OUR WOUNDED 
Britain, too often, once the struggle ended, 
You have forgotten where your duty lay ; 
Your sons, who with their lives your life defended, 
You have left stranded on life’s dreary way. 


Your promises were all too soon forgotten ; 

The land was strewn with wreckage of your wars ; 
The woes by your indifference begotten 

You left untended . . . But you bore the scars ;— 


Scars deep and ghastly on your reputation, 
Smirches and blemishes on your fair fame ; 

See to it now,—nor sign your abdication ! 

See to it now,—nor bow our heads with shame ! 


If one brave broken soul you leave unfriended, 
The world will know your own soul’s life is dead. 
Then shall your hope of dominance be ended ;— 
Worthless the body whence the soul is fled. 


Hereby the world shall test your right to headship, 
Hereby shall know if you are sound at heart, 

Or if your soul is sunken in the dead sleep ~ 

_ Ofthose who value not “ the better part.” 


“COME AT ONCE!” 


“Wounded .. . shrapnel . . . in the head, 
Don’t worry—fine to be in bed.” 


“Can't write much . . . am very well... 
But coddling still a bit of shell.” 


« Slow of healing . . . soon all right. 
Sorry gave you such a fright.” 
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“ Longer here than I expected ; 
Somewhat limp, but not dejected.” 


“ Not so well . . . bitslack .. . and tired; 
Progress slower than desired.” 


“‘ Hope to see you soon again. 
Rather rotten . . . can’t say when.” 


“ Come at once !”’—official message, 
Hearts sink low at its grim presage. 


Speeding south . . . our hearts outpace us; 
. Faithless fears well-nigh disgrace us, 


Sympathetic faces greet us... 
He had come half-way to meet us. 


He is gone. We follow slowly, 
Treasuring a memory holy. 


He is gone . . . yet he is near us ; 
Maybe he can see and hear us. 


Yes, we feel him nearer, dearer ; 
Tears have washed our souls’ eyes clearer. 


ONE MOTHER 


My Son! My Son! 
Would God that I had died for thee! 
For my full course is well-nigh run, ~ 
But thine, in its sweet ecstasy, 
Was scarce begun, 
Yet now is done ;—yet—now—1s— done ! 
Would God that I had died for thee, 
My Son! My Son! 
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Was it for this I travailed sore >— 

My Son! My Son! 

—To see thee, ere thy prime, undone? 
Flesh of my flesh, a man I bore,— 
Bone of my bone !— 


And now have none ;— and—now—have—none ! 


Was it for this I travailed sore ? 
My Son ! My Son! 


Yet, Lord, can I deny Thee ought? 
—My Son! My Son !— 

For was it not Thine Only One 

Who my dear one’s salvation wrought, 
The Cross upon? 

Thine Only One !—T'hine—-Only—One ! 
I learn the lesson these have taught.— 


My Son! Thy Son! 


Yea, Lord, for all that He hath done, 

I yield to Him my heart distraught, 

My life, my soul, my every thought, 

From His great Love I can hold naught ;— 
Thy Son! Thy Son !— 

Thine—Only—One ! 


AD FINEM 


Britain ! Our Britain! uprisen in the splendour 
Of your white wrath at treacheries so vile ; 


Roused from your sleep, become once more defender 
Of those high things which make life worth life’s 


while ! 
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Now, God be thanked for even such a wakening 
From the soft dreams of peace in selfish ease, 

If it but bring about the great heart-quickening, 
Of which are born the larger liberties. 


Ay, better such arousal from our slumber ; 

Better this fight for His High Empery ; 
Better—e’en though our fair sons without number 
Pave with their lives the road to victory. 


But—Britain ! Britain! What if it be written, 
On the great scrolls of Him who holds the ways, 
That to the dust the foe shall not be smitten 
Till unto Him we pledge redeeméd days ?— 


Till unto Him we turn—in deep soul-sorrow, 
For all the past that was so stained and dim, 
For all the present ills—and for a morrow 
Founded and built and consecrate to Him. 


Take it to heart! This ordeal has its meaning ; 
By no fell chance has such a horror come. : 
Take it to heart !—nor count indeed on winning, 
Until the lesson has come surely home. 


Take it to heart! nor hope to find assuagement 

Of this vast woe, until, with souls subdued, 
Stripped of all less things, in most high engagement, 
We seek in Him the One and Only Good. 


Not of our own might shall this tribulation 

Pass, and once more to earth be peace restored ; 
Not till we turn, in solemn consecration, 

Wholly to Him, our One and Sovereign Lord. 
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WASTED? 


Think not of any one of them as wasted, 

Or to the void like broken tools outcasted,— 
Unnoticed, unregretted, and unknown. 

Not so is His care shown. 


Know this !— 

In God’s economy there is no waste, 

As in His Work no slackening, no haste ; 
But noiselessly, without a sign, 

The measure of His vast design 

Is all fulfilled, exact as He hath willed. 


And His good instruments He tends with care, 
Lest aught their future usefulness impair,— 

As Master-craftsman his choice tools doth tend, 
Respecting each one as a trusty friend, 

Cleans them, and polishes, and puts away, 

For his good usage at some future day ;— 

So He unto Himself has taken these, 

Not to their loss but to their vast increase. 

To us,—the loss, the emptiness, the pain ; 

But unto them—all high eternal gain. 


SHORTENED LIVES 


To us it seemed his life was too soon done, 
Ended, indeed, while scarcely yet begun ; 
God, with His clearer vision, saw that he 
Was ready for a larger ministry. 


Just so we thought of Him, whose life below 
Was so full-charged with bitterness and woe ; 
Our clouded vision would have crowned Him King, 
He chose the lowly way of suffering. 
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Remember, too, how short His life on earth,— 
But three-and-thirty years *twixt death and birth. 
And of those years but three whereof we know, 
Yet those three years immortal seed did sow. 


It is not tale of years that tells the whole 

Of Man’s success or failure, but the soul 

He brings to them, the songs he sings to them, 
The steadfast gaze he fixes on the goal. 


PROMOTED 


In the North Sea Battle, May 31st, 1916, 
JOHN TRAVERS CORNWELL, 
First-class Boy, H.M.S. Chester. 


The Commander-in-Chief of the Grand Fleet, in 
submitting to the Admiralty his Report on the Jutland 
Bank Battle, includes the folloning instance of devotion 
to duty recorded by Sir David Beatty :— 

“A report from the Commanding Officer of ‘ Chester’ 
gives a splendid instance of devotion to duty. Boy 
(First-Class) John Travers Cornwell, of ‘ Chester,’ mas 
mortally wounded early in the action. He nevertheless 
remained standing alone at a most exposed post, quietly 
awaiting orders till the end of the action, with the gun’s 
crew dead and wounded all around him, His age was 
under 104 years. I regret that he has since died, but I 
recommend his case for special recognition in justice to 
his memory, and as an acknowledgment of the high 
example set by him.” 

There was his duty to be done,— 
And he did tt. 
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No thought of glory to be won ; 
There was his duty to be done,— 
And he did tt. 


Wounded when scarce the fight begun, 
Of all his fellows left not one; 
There was his duty to be done,— 

And he did it. 


Death’s fiery hail he did not shun, 
Fearless he stood, unmoved, alone, 
Beside his eager, useless gun; 
There was his duty to be done,— 

And he did it. 


Britain, be proud of such a son !— 
Deathless the fame that he has won. 
Only a boy,—but such a one !— 
Standing for ever to his gun ; 
There was his duty to be done,— 

And he did it, 


Let every soul in all the land 
Revere his steadfast loyalty. 
Britain shall all unconquered stand 
While she can breed such sons as he. 
His brave, short life was nobly planned 
On lines of perfect fealty ; 
His death fulfilled his KING’S command, 
“ Aye ready be to come to ME!” 

And he did it. 
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GOD-SENSE! 


God grant you, 

In the common ways of life, 

Good common-sense !— 

And in the larger things, 
Uncommon sense !— 

And, in the greatest things of all, 
His own God-sense !— 


God-sense of what is right and fit, 
That so, in every circumstance 
Of life or death, you may acquit 
Yourself as He deems well,— 

In all make good deliverance, 

In all without offence excel, 

In all add glory to His name, 
And His estate enhance. 


DEBTOR AND CREDITOR AM I 


All who have lived and gone, 

Since Time began,— 
And all that they have ever done, 

Since Time began,— 
Their every thought, and word, and deed, 
Has been unconsciously a seed, 
Bringing its influence to bear 
Upon my mind and character. 
Yea, each and all, in their degree, 
Have had their part in making ME,— 
And YOU,— 
Just simple you, and simple me. 
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And equally— 
Till Time shall end, 
And on through all eternity,— 
In its degree, 
Each thought and word and deed of mine, 
Or makes or mars God’s fair design. 
Not one but has its due effect, 
In ways by me all unsuspect, 
On all who shall come after me. 
No tiniest ripple on the sea 
But tells on its immensity. 


Here as I stand—a simple man— 
I am Time’s heir 

Since Time began. 
And more,—in my degree, Progenitor 
Of all that Time may have in store ;— 
Debtor and Creditor in one 
Of all that has been, shall be, done. 
I am at once effect and cause 
Of all that is to be or was. 
Enough, in truth, to make one pause, 
In awe-struck wonder, at the laws 
Which suffer no least thing to fail 
In carrying on the wondrous tale. 


In God’s economy there is 
No end to once-born energies. 


The very leaf that falls and dies 

Lives on again in other guise ; 

And no man for himself alone 

Can live, or his account disown. 

However small, for good or ill, 

He doth Life’s purposes fulfil, 
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And graves upon the deathless scroll 
The endless record of his soul. 

God’s primal word was “ Let there be!” 
And therewith—Life’s eternity. 


LOOK BEYOND! 


Unnumbered sorrows, woes beyond belief, 
A world aflame with hate and gray with grief,— 
“ Look Beyond !”’ 


This little life so short—a span at best, 
And that short span a torment of unrest, — 
“ Look Beyond !”’ 


So many gone,—our bravest and our best,— 
The Golden Fields of Youth laid bare and waste,— 
“ Look Beyond !”’ 


Wrong fills the world with foul iniquity, 
“‘ God’s grace is more than man’s obliquity, 


Look Beyond !” 


What can Life give to recompense such loss ? 
“ Christ's path of sorrow led Him to the cross,— 
Look Beyond !” 


Before these horrors, Hope and Love are dumb. 
“ Hold to your Faith! God's best is still to come,—. 
Look Beyond !” 


OVER—AND AFTER 

Lord, if I go, 

Full well I know 

I go to greater things 

Than greatest here below,— 

Things that shall be to this 

Poor life as Thou to my disparities, 
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I go to loftier hopes and nobler joys; 

—To the high peace of Thy divine “BB ete : 
—To the Eternal Springs 

Of all good happenings ; 

—To the Sweet Fount of Life 

That shall renew 

My youth, and me endue, 

At length, at length, 

With eagles’ strength,— 

With powers undreamed of in the life below,— 
Powers only Death, Thine Handmaid, can bestow 
So without fear I go, 

Because—I know !—I know! 


This too I know,— 

That there I shall be nearer still 

To Life’s high need and Love's appeal 
Than e’er steel ‘ 

The shadowy vail that hangs between 
Is growing luculent and thin, 

And, from within, The Golden Door 
Swings softly open—more and more, 
That Love, unseen, may closer be 

To Life’s supreme necessity, 

And, in God’s own good time, may come 
To lead the wanderer gently home. 


CROSS-MATES 


I stumbled with my heavy cross 
Along The Road of Woe, 
And fell, and bruised myself full sore 
Till I no more could go. 
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And as I lay, crushed by the weight, 
I cried for help to God, 
And instantly a great light shone 
Upon The Woeful Road. 


And to the depth of my despair, 
Upon the stark black night, 

Came One of presence strong and fair, 
Like a great beam of light. 


He stooped and raised the heavy cross, 
He weighed it thoughtfully, ~ 

Then bent and took the great cross-beam, 
And left the rest to me. 


He lifted me, and bade me stand 

And be of better cheer ; : 

New life flowed from His strong right hand, 
And loosed me of my fear. 


«“ How can I thank Thee, Lord,’ I cried, 
—‘ For help so timely given ?” 

And when His eyes He turned on me 

I caught a glimpse of heaven. 


«Simon of old helped Me to bear 
My cross of bitter woe ; 

And ever since I help all those 
Who can no longer go.” 


And so my cross became a crown ; 
Since he is crowned whose load 
Is more than half borne for him 
By the Holy Son of God. 
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Light was my cross with His good help, 
And smooth the road did seem, 

When both in full I shared with Him, 
-And His Cross-Mate became. 


HIS LEAVE 


My boy has got his leave at last! 
He’s to be home this week ! 
And I shall see his face again, 
And I shall hear him speak. 


And, oh, I thank the Lord for it !— 

—To see his face once more ! 

He’s been out there nigh eighteen months, 
And both our hearts were sore. 


He’s been in all the thick of it, 

And scarcely had a scratch ; 

God heard his mother’s prayers for him 
And over him kept watch. 


His friends have fallen by his side. 
They’ve all gone, one by one, 

And oh, my heart has sorely grieved 
For every mother’s son. 


Well, thank the Lord for sparing mine ! 
I thank Him night and day. 

“Twas little I could do, except 

Just think, and hope, and pray. 


And now he’s got his leave at last, 
Some day this week he’ll come, 
And none in.all the land will have 
A warmer welcome home. 
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Oh God, that giv’st and tak’st away !|— 
I cannot understand 
“Killed” .. . do you say ?—“ this very day ?>— 
By a motor . . . in the Strand? q 


Killed ?—my boy killed ?—right here—at home? 
Come safe through all the fight ! 
And killed before I’ve seen his face ? 
Oh God !—that can’t be right! 


Woe’s me !—it’s true. He got his leave, 
For which we’d ached so sore, 

And it has proved his last long leave, 
And he'll go out no more. 


We little thought how dear ’twas bought, 
This longed-for leave of his. 

I’ve feared for him all sorts of things 
But never dreamed of this. 


"Twas me he came across to see, 
But God saw otherwise. 

We cannot hope to understand, 
Or see things with His eyes. 


But oh, it’s hard to lose him so, 

And him so near to me. 

Now he’s at rest, and God knows best,— 
But it’s all a mystery. 


He’s gone, and I am all alone; 
There’s no one left to care. 

Oh, take me quickly, Lord, to join 
My lad with Thee up there ! 
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NATALICIA 


[‘“« Natalicia”’ and “ Natalis” were the terms used in 
ancient times to signify and dignify the Death Days of 
the Martyrs, which ther friends bravely and hopefully 
regarded as but their Birth Days into the Higher Life. 
And, year by year, as the days came round, those dearest 
to them kept as sacred festivals these anniversaries of 
their translation. So now, amongst ourselves, in these 

sad days, there are few who have not similar High Birth- 
| days to commemorate. Let us do it nith as brave and 


hopeful a faith as did the men of old !| 


I 


Your Birth-Day ! Just twelve months ago it ended,— 

Your bright young life and all our hopes in you ; 

But then began for you the Vision Splendid— 

New life, new work, new powers,—all things made 
new, 


Ours all the loss, and yours the well-earned guerdon ; 
Not ours to mourn you in your high estate. 

Mourn !—at our loved one’s dropping of his burden ! 
Mourn !—for a soul with Christ emancipate ! 


Rather, we thank God for His generous giving ; 
Each gracious thing in you we call to mind ; 
We will not think of you as dead, but living, 

_ Living for ever in our love enshrined. 


II 


Twelve months ago this day, you passed 
To that high place God willed for you, 
To that new work He called you to, 
And life for us was overcast. 
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But when we think upon your joy 
We cannot wish you back again, 
We recognise the higher gain 

To you in such divine employ. 


Our love upreaches through the vails 
To grace you in your high estate, 

As daily we commemorate 

Our joy in you that never fails, 


We feel you nearer now than when, 
Still with us, you were far away, 

Nor did we know from day to day 

If we should see your face again. 


So now, for your fine loyalty 
Unceasing thanks and praise we give ; 
Who dies for Him shall ever live, 
Who lives for Him shall never die. 


SORROW SHALL MAKE US KIN 


The Cark of Care has bitten in 
To the core of every heart, | 
And the stress of life set lives apart, 
In the toil and the moil and the grime of the mart, 
But— 
—Sorrow shall make us kin. 


Too much and too little have come between ; 
Too often, with jealous glance, 
We have looked askance at the wayward chance 
Which makes up the hazard of Circumstance ; 
But— 
—Sorrow shall make us kin. 
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Shoulder to shoulder, Life’s life to win, 
We have fought the evil powers, 
Now sorrow is yours and sorrow is ours, 
And over us all the black cloud lowers ; 
But-— 
—Sorrow shall make us kin, 


One died on the Cross to vanquish sin, 
In untold depth of woe ; 
By the Nail, and the Spear, and the Thorn, we know 
He is kinsman now as long ago, 
For— 
—WSorrow hath made us kin. 


The whole world groans in its anguish keen, 
And the whole earth suffers dearth, 
But Life is coming to nobler birth 
Since man is discerning his fellows’ worth, 
For— 
—Sorrow hath made us kin. 


CROSSES 


Within my hand 

A little cross 

Of bronze,—no more ; 

The cross you won 

But never wore, 

Myson! My son! 

My valiant one, 

Who died before 

You ever wore 

The cross you won ! 
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Within Thy hand 

I, broken, lie, 

And my cross bear 
Unpatiently,— 

This lonely cross 

That none can share,— 

This crown of loss 

In all that was,— 

The memory of days that were. 


No cross I won 
Like you, my son. 
My bitter cross 

Is my sore loss 

In you, my own, 
My valiant one. 


Perchance He looks 

As lovingly 

Upon my cross 

As Ion yours, | 

And sees, within 

The loss, the gain 

That Time engraced by Love ensures, 
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CHAOS—AND THE WAY OUT 


You all know Holman Hunt's picture, ‘‘ The Light o7 the 
World.” It shows a barred door, outside which Christ is 
standing ,—knocking, listening, waiting. That picture con- 
veys a great message, for it vividly points the fact that 
Christ is always anxiously waiting and wanting to help man- 
kind, And that message is as vitally needed to-day as it has 
been any time this last 1900 years. Indeed, it is perhaps 
needed more to-day than ever before. 

But that was as far as the artist could go. In his picture 
the door remains always closed. Christ stands always out- 
side it,—knocking, listening, waiting. 

In the following lines I have endeavoured to tell what 
happened—or what ought to have happened afterwards— 
what ought to have been, and still must be. For that 
door has got to be opened ! 

God knocks on our doors in many ways. To most of us 
the war, with all its untold miseries, seemed to hold a message 
which the world could not fail to understand. With all 
our hearts we hoped it would mean a breaking down of old 
barriers, a purging of the old ways, an opening of closed 
doors, a letting in of better things. It ought to have done so. 
But, to our grievous sorrow, we have to acknowledge that it 
has not. And the whole world is the sadder for it, and, 
unfortunately, seems not one bit the wiser. 

Until that door is opened, until Christ is let fully into 
_ the life of the world again, the world can know no peace, 
no betterment, no happiness. 

Not all the cleverness of all the cleverest statesmen in the 
world, still less all the power of all the militant force of the 
world, can bring about that better state of things which we all 
— so earnestly desire. 

There is one key, and one key only, to all the gigantic 
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problems which confront the chaotic world to-day, and that 
key is—Jesus Christ and His simple high way of Truth, 
Right, Love. 


I 


I heard a knocking on The Outer Door 

That stands betwixt man and the Infinite ; 
And every knock re-echoed in my heart, 
And in the troubled heart-beats of the world. 


The Door stood fast, with complex bolts and bars 

That could be opened only from within, 

And he who knocked stood patiently without, 

And knocked ... and knocked ... and waited ; 
a But 

The bolts were rusted stiff with many a sin, 

And no man rose to loosen them 

And let Him in. 


Within were noises multitudinous, 

Confusions vast and endless, hopeless strife ; 
Karth’s millions, swarming like an angry hive, 
Fought for their lives but gave no thought to Life. 
How should that knocking on the Outer Door 

Be heard amid such murderous uproar ? 


Small thought indeed they gave, and still less heed 
To Him who stood so patiently without 
And knocked upon The Door, and on their hearts, 
Bolted as surely lest He should come in. 


And He without ;— 
His feet were bleeding from the road 
That He so hopefully had trod 
To lead men back to God. 
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His brow still bore the scurril thorn, 
—The noblest crown was ever worn— 
His fair white robe was stained and torn ; 
But yet no suppliant forlorn 

Was He 

Who waited there so patiently. 


His face was sad yet full of loving hope— 

The saddest face the world has ever seén. 

Yet Love, 

That conquered Death, still hopeful strove 

With that sore challenge of the close-barred Door, 
Nor would surrender smallest shred of hope, 

But hoping, lived and loved and hoped the more. 
For Love lives on though Hope may droop and die, 
Since Christ Himself gave Love her crown 

Of Immortality. 


The gentle hands that ever wrought man’s good 
Still bore the wounds of man’s ingratitude, 
And as He waited there, so great the pain 
Of that barred Door, the old wounds bled again. 


And . >. ever. 4 «ever, 

More and more 

Impassioned, yet all patiently, 

The Silent Watcher stood nithout 

And knocked upon the close-barred Door,— 

Stood ever waiting . . . waiting . . . waiting, 
Ever knocking on The Door, 

: And no man let Him in. 


Has Life eer known a sweeter, truer, 
Nobler, more devoted wooer, 
Or Love more loving a pursuer ? 
Yet—man would none of Him ! 
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II 3 


Earth’s ills waxed more and more; and still The 
Door, 

By which God’s Mercy entrance sought, was barred. 

The world in torment groaned unceasingly,— 

One long unending cry of tortured souls,— 

The panting sobs of men who fought for life, 

Women in anguish, children’s wailing cries, 

Laughter of fools, and moans of dying men, 

All blent in one hoarse dirge of agony. 


For, even where no actual strife was waged, 

Where, here and there, the lands at times had 
peace,-— 

Yet, even there, black hidden warfare raged, 

Of fouler cast than where the hosts engaged. 


—Warfare of commerce grinding men to nought, 
Bodies and souls but chattels to be bought 

' And sold for profit— 

Traffic of ghouls with endless evils fraught ; 


—Warfare of vast self-seeking enterprise, 
Which grew distent on others’ miseries, 
Soul-less and thoughtless save for its own gain, 
Its ledgers foul with many a grim red stain ; 


—Warfare of greed that stole the children’s lives ; 
—Warfare of lust that nought could satisfy, 
Honour as dust, and women left to die ; 
—Warfare of class with class, and rancorous hate 
That would all save itself annihilate. 
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Even the countrysides bred evil things,— 
Dank miseries, oppressions, burdenings, 
Old as the hills,—the strong enbondaging 
The weak in helpless vassalage. 


Earth was no longer earth as God designed ; 
Perverse and blind, the free-will of mankind 
Had made it liker hell. And Faith and Hope 
Their draggled wings had spread, 

And, sorrowing, fled, 

Since Love, that should have ruled the world, 
Seemed dead. 


And’? 2°. ever)’ s ever 
More and more 
Impassioned, yet all patiently, 
The Silent Watcher stood nithout 
And knocked upon the close-barred Door,— 
Stood ever waiting . . . matting . . . wating, 
Ever knocking on the peyA 
And no man let Him in. 


Has Life eer knonn a sweeter, truer, 

Nobler, more devoted wooer, 

Or Love more loving a pursuer ? 
Yet—man would none of Him ! 


7 III 
Then rose a man, 
God reared, and God-inspired,—a simple man, 
Of lowly birth but full of holy fire, 

And cried, as cried the Messengers of old— 


‘¢ Thus saith the Lord,— 

I have desired you mith a great desire, 

Yea, with desire that nought else could satisfy, 
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With the rue of a mother bereft of her first-born, 
With the ache of a father whose sons have gone from him, 
My heart has gone out to you, 
Reached for you, craved for you, .. . 
.. . And ye would not ! 


Come back to Me now, O My children, My children ! 
Far you have wandered and far I have followed you ; 
Come to Me now, O My children, My children, 

And you shall find rest for your souls !”” 


And from the earth went up a weary sigh, 
“Yea, come! Lord, come! Come quickly lest we die!” 


“TI have called to you, called to you, called without 
ceasing ; 

On the doors of your hearts I have knocked mithout 
ceasing ; 

I have waited, and waited, nith patience unfarlng ; 

I have called, and have called, and have never ceased 
calling ;— 


And ye would not ! 


Come back to Me now, O My sons and My daughters ! 
Come to Me now with your burdens of sorrow ! 
Come !—You are weary and heavily laden, 

And you shall find rest for your souls /’” 


And from the earth went up a longing sigh ;— 
“ Yea,come! Lord,come! We die in misery |” 


How shall I come when the doors you have bolted ? 
The doors of your hearts you have bolted against Me. 
How can I come when the bolts are against Me ? 

The bolts are on your side the door, not on My side.’ ” 
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Then heard they Him,—and hearkened, for their woes 

_ Had grown beyond their bearing, and their needs 

Passed their desires. 

Storms they had sown, and whirlwinds they had 
reaped, 

Sands they had ploughed, and garnered only dust ; 

Their mouths were full of ashes—Dead-Sea fruit 

That turned within to gall and bitterness. 

Their building left a world with wreckage fraught, 

Their vast self-strivings all had come to nought, 

- Their own devices their own ruin wrought. 


“‘ Unbar the Door !’’—they cried,—“ Unbar the Door, 
And let the Lord Christ in ! 

All other ways have proved our own ways vain, 

His power alone can cleanse the world of sin, 

His love alone can give us peace again. 


Unbar the Door, and let the Lord Christ in!” 


And ever... ever... 
More and more 
Impassioned, yet all patiently, 
The eager Watcher stood mithout 
And knocked upon the close-barred Door,— 
Stood ever waiting . . . waiting . . . waiting, 
Ever knocking on the Door, 
But now—man heeded Him. 


Life never knew a sweeter, truer, 
_Nobler, more devoted wooer, 
Nor Love more loving a pursuer, 

And now—man craved for Him. 
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Then rose that man of God, and cried,— 

“« Repent ye of your sins! Repent! Repent! 
I will unbar the door and let Christ in, 

His love alone can cleanse the world of sin.’ 


>) 


But some there were still obdurate, who strove 
To stay his purposing, and when, 

Aflame with zeal, he pressed toward The Door, 
Aflame with rage, they thrust upon him sore. 


He reached The Door ;—with his last breath he drew 
The rusted bolts, then fell beneath their blows ; 
And, as The Door swung wide, the heavenly light 
Fell first on him who died to let it in, 


He lay there dead, below The Opened Door ; 
But on his eager happy face was look 

Of high content that he—unworthy he— 
Had been found worthy to be spent 

On such supreme accomplishment. 


The Door swung wide, and wider, wider grew, 

Till like the dawn it spread across the sky ; 

Great seas of new life-giving light welled through, 
And spread o’er all the earth a quickening flood,— 
Healing and life for all earth’s deadly woes, 

That larger Life that Love alone bestows— 

Life out of death for all the sons of men, 

For in the Light Christ came to earth again. 


V 


So Christ came back again, 
But not as suppliant now ; 
With power He came, His own to claim, 
His gracious promise to maintain, 
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As King Omnipotent to reign 
Within the hearts of men;— 

As Lord Supreme of Death and Life, 
As peaceful victor in the strife, 

He came. 

He came, amid the world’s acclaim, 
To found His Kingdom upon earth, 
To give to Life a nobler birth, 

And heal it of its shame. 


No gladder face was ever seen than His, 

So full of grace and all high sovereignties, 

And all aglow with sweet benignities. 

His love-lit eyes shone like the great twin stars, 
And on His brow which once had worn, 

With patient dignity, the thorn, 

Was now a radiant crown of stars, 

Which hid and healed the bitter scars 

Made by the crown of scorn. 


His robe was brighter than the noonday sun, 
And in His hand He bore a holy grail, 

Clear crystal, brimmed with blessings infinite,— 
Pardon and grace for all who would, 

And benedictions sweet. .. . 

And as He came, His eager foot fell first 

Upon the body of his harbinger, 

Low-fallen there below The Opened Door. 


He looked upon the high, enraptured face, 
_ So full content at being so well spent, 
Then stooped, and raised him with His strong right 
hand, 
And kissed him on the brow, and drew him close, 
His first sweet deodand. 
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“Well done! Welldone! My good and faith ful one ! 
You gave your life to see the mork begun, 
Come now nith Me and see it fully done !” 


And, side by side, their faces all alight, 

Their eyes clear-shining like the stars of night, 
Hand clasping hand, they passed along the light. 
And, as they went, 

The Master said, 

In tones so penetrant and clear 

That every soul on earth could hear :— 


“ Come unto Me, all you heavily burdened ones ! 

Come unto Me, all you weary ones, come! 

The home is all waiting that I have prepared Sor you, 
All through the years while I waited and cared for you, 
And now I am waiting to welcome you home. 

Come to Me! Come to Me! Come to Me! Come! 
And you shall find rest for your souls ! 


Have I not borne greater burdens of sorrow ? 
Have I not known what it was to be lonely ? 
Lean on me now for to-day and 1o-morron, 
Trust in Me wholly, and trust in Me only !— 
And you shall find peace for your souls ! 


Here for your sorrow is healing and gladness, 
Give Me your burden, and take you another's, 

So shall you rid you of all your own sadness, 
Healing your own wound by healing your brother's, 
And you shall find joy for your souls !” 
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VI 


Then was earth made anew where’er He went, 
For all men’s hearts were open to the Light, 
_. And Christ was King, and Lord Omnipotent. 


And everywhere men’s hearts turned unto Him 
As to the very source and fount of Right, 

As flowers turn to the sun, and everywhere 
New Life sprang up to greet Him as He went, 
Dispensing grace to all men everywhere. 


And His dispenséd grace changed all men’s hearts, 
Made His will theirs, and their wills wholly His; 
So that they strove no more each for himself, 

But each for good of all, and all for Him ; 

Man’s common aim was for the common good ; 

The age-old feuds were of the past, 

And all mankind joined hands at last 

In common brotherhood. 


The city jungles withered in the Light, 

And in their places rose fit homes for men, 
Where children no more died like autumn flies, 
And there was room for all, and spacious life. 
The smiling country-sides no longer served 

The favoured few, but bore their treasure-stores 
For all who chose, and golden harvest gave 

Of health, and wealth, and happiness for all, 
And all good cheer. 


The old waste places blossomed as the rose, 
And earth bore plenteously for all men’s needs ; 
Life’s crooked things were all at last made straight, 
And the rough places plain. 
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For Christ, the Lord, the Advocate 
With God for man degenerate, 

Had stripped Him of His high estate, 
And, filled with love impassionate, 

In mercy great had come again 

To dwell among the sons of men. 


And every man in all the whole nide world 

Had room, and time, and wherennthal to live. 

is life at fullest full nithin the Lan— 

The Law that has no bounds or bonds for those 

Who live it, for it 1s His Love,— 

The great unchanged, unchanging, and unchangeable 
Lan, whose beginning and whose end 1s—Love. 


As IT WAS IN THE BEGINNING— 
As IT OUGHT TO BE NOWw— . 
AND AS IT SHALL BE, WORLD WITHOUT END. AMEN! 
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THE TE DEUMS 


A LITTLE TE DEUM OF THE 
COMMONPLACE 


A FRAGMENT 


With hearts responsive 
And enfranchised eyes, 
We thank Thee, Lord,— 


For all things beautiful, and good, and true ; 
For things that seemed not good yet turned to good; 
For all the sweet compulsions of Thy will 
That chased, and tried, and wrought us_ to ‘Thy 
shape ; 
For things unnumbered that we take of right, 
And value first when first they are withheld ; 
For light and air ; sweet sense of sound and smell ; 
For ears to hear the heavenly harmonies ; 
For eyes to see the unseen in the seen ; 
For vision of ‘The Worker in the work ; 
For hearts to apprehend Thee everywhere ; 
We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For all the wonders of this wondrous world ;— 
The pure pearl splendours of the coming day, 
The breaking east,—the rosy flush,—the Dawn,— 
For that bright gem in morning’s coronal, 
That one lone star that gleams above the glow ; 
For that high glory of the impartial sun, — 
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The golden noonings big with promised life ; 
The matchless pageant of the evening skies, 

The wide-tlung gates,—the gleams of Paradise,— 
Supremest visions of Thine artistry ; 

The sweet, soft gloaming, and the friendly stars ; 
The vesper stillness, and the creeping shades; 
The moon’s pale majesty ; the pulsing dome, 
Wherein we feel Thy great heart throbbing near ; 
For sweet laborious days and restful nights ; 

- For work to do, and strength to do the work ; 
We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For those first tiny, prayerful-folded hands 
That pierce the winter’s crust, and softly bring 
Life out of death, the endless mystery ;— 
For all the first sweet flushings of the Spring ; 
The greening earth, the tender heavenly blue ; 
The rich brown furrows gaping for the seed ; 
For all thy grace in bursting bud and leaf,— 
The bridal sweetness of the orchard trees, 
Rose-tender in their coming fruitfulness ; 
The fragrant snow-drifts flung upon the breeze ; 
The grace and glory of the fruitless flowers, 
Ambrosial beauty their reward and ours ; 
For hedgerows sweet with hawthorn and wild rose ; 
For meadows spread with gold and gemmed with 

stars ; 
For every tint of every tiniest flower ; 
For every daisy smiling to the sun ; 
For every bird that builds in joyous hope ; 
For every lamb that frisks beside its dam ; 
For every leaf that rustles in the wind ; 
For spiring poplar, and for spreading oak ; 
For queenly birch, and lofty swaying elm ; 
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For the great cedar’s benedictory grace ; 
For earth’s ten thousand fragrant incenses,— 
Sweet altar-gifts from leaf and fruit and flower ; 
For every wondrous thing that greens and grows ; 
For wide-spread cornlands,—billowing golden seas 
For rippling stream, and white-laced waterfall ; 
For purpling mountains ; lakes like silver shields ; 
For white-piled clouds that float against the blue ; 
For tender green of far-off upland slopes ; 
For fringing forests and far-gleaming spires ; 
For those white peaks, serene and grand and still ; 
For that deep sea—a shallow to Thy love ; 
For round green hills, earth’s full benignant breasts; 
For sun-chased shadows flitting o’er the plain ; 
For gleam and gloom ; for all life’s counter-change ; 
For hope that quickens under darkening skies ; 
For all we see; for all that underlies,— 

We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For that sweet impulse of the coming Spring ; 
For ripening summer, and the harvesting ; 

For all the rich Autumnal glories spread,— 

The flaming pageant of the ripening woods ; 

The fiery gorse, the heather-purpled hills ; 

The rustling leaves that fly before the wind, 

And lie below the hedgerows whispering ; 

For meadows silver-white with hoary dew ; 

For sheer delight of tasting once again 

That first crisp breath of winter in the air ; 

The pictured pane; the new white world without ; 
The sparkling hedgerow’s witchery of lace ; 

The soft white flakes that fold the sleeping earth ; 
The cold without, the cheerier warmth within ; 
For red-heart roses in the winter snows ; 
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For all the flower and fruit of Christmas-tide ; 
For all the glowing heart of Christmas-tide ; 
We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For all Thy ministries,— 
For morning mist, and gently-falling dew ; 
For summer rains, for winter ice and snow ; 
For whispering wind and purifying storm ; 
For the reft clouds that show the tender blue ; 
For the forked flash and long tumultuous roll ; 
For mighty rains that wash the dim earth clean ; 
For the sweet promise of the seven-fold bow ; 
For the soft sunshine, and the still calm night ; 
For dimpled laughter of soft summer seas ; 
For latticed splendour of the sea-borne moon ; 
For gleaming sands, and granite-frontled cliffs ; 
For flying spume, and waves that whip the skies ; 
For rushing gale, and for the great glad calm ; 
For Might so mighty, and for Love so true, 
With equal mind, 

We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For maiden sweetness, and for strength of men ; 

For love’s pure madness and its high estate ; 

For parentage—man’s nearest reach to Thee ; 

For kinship, sonship, friendship, brotherhood 

Of men—one Father-—one great family ; 

For glimpses of the greater in the less ; 

For touch of Thee in wife and child and friend ; 

For noble self-denying motherhood ; 

For saintly maiden lives of rare perfume ; 

For little pattering feet and crooning songs ; 

For children’s laughter, and sweet wells of truth ; 

For sweet child-faces and the sweet wise tongues ; 
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For childhood’s faith that lifts us near to Thee 
And bows us with our own disparity ; 
For childhood’s sweet unconscious beauty sleep ; 
For all that childhood teaches us of Thee ; 

We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For doubts that led us to the larger trust ; 
For ills to conquer ; for the love that fights ; 
For that strong faith that vanquished axe and flame 
And gave us Freedom for our heritage ; 
For clouds and darkness, and the still, small voice ; 
For sorrows bearing fruit of nobler life ; 
For those sore strokes that broke us at Thy feet ; 
For peace in strife ; for gain in seeming loss ; 
For every loss that wrought the greater gain ; 
For that sweet juice from bitterness outpressed ; 
For all this sweet, strange paradox of life ; 

We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For friends above; for friends still left below ; 
For the rare links invisible between ; 
For Thine unsearchable greatness ; for the vails 
Between us and the things we may not know ; 
For those high times when hearts take wing and 
rise, 
_ And float secure above earth’s mysteries ; 
For that wide, open avenue of prayer, 
All radiant with Thy glorious promises ; 
For sweet hearts tuned to noblest charity ; 
For great hearts toiling in the outer dark ; 
For friendly hands stretched out in time of need ; 
For every gracious thought and word and deed ; 
We thank Thee, Lord ! 
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For songbird answering song on topmost bough ; 
For myriad twitterings of the simpler folk ; 

For that sweet lark that carols up the sky ; 

For that low fluting on the summer night ; 

For distant bells that tremble on the wind ; 

For great round organ tones that rise and fall, 
Entwined with earthly voices tuned to heaven, 
And bear our hearts above the high-arched roof ; 
For Thy great voice that dominates the whole, 
And shakes the heavens, and silences the earth ; 
For hearts alive to earth’s sweet minstrelsies ; 
For souls attuned to heavenly harmonies ; 

For apprehension, and for ears to hear,— 


We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For that supremest token of Thy Love,— 

Thyself made manifest in human flesh ; 

For that pure life beneath the Syrian sky— 

The humble toil, the sweat, the bench, the saw, 
The nails well-driven, and the work well done ; 
For all its vast expansions ; for the stress 

Of those three mighty years ; 

For all He bore of our humanity ;— 

His hunger, thirst, His homelessness and want, 
His weariness that longed for well-earned rest ; 
For labour’s high ennoblement through Him, 
Who laboured with His hands for daily bread ; 
For Lazarus, Mary, Martha, Magdalene; 

For Nazareth and Bethany ;—not least 

For that dark hour in lone Gethsemane ; 

For that high cross upraised on Calvary ;— 

The broken seals, —the rolled-back stone—the Way, 
For ever opened through His life in death ; 

* For that brief glimpse vouchsafed within the vail ; 
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For all His gracious life ; and for His Death, 
_ With low-bowed heads and hearts impassionate, 
We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For all life’s beauties, and their beauteous growth ; 
For Nature’s laws and Thy rich providence ; 
For all Thy perfect processes of life ; 
For the minute perfection of Thy work, 
Seen and unseen, in each remotest part ; 
For faith, and works, and gentle charity ; 
For all that makes for quiet in the world ; 
For all that lifts man from his common rut; 
For all that knits the silken bond of peace ; 
For all that lifts the fringes of the night, 
And lights the darkened corners of the earth ; 
For every broken gate and sundered bar ; 
For every wide-flung window of the soul ; 
For that Thou bearest all that Thou hast made ; 
; We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For perfect childlike confidence in Thee ; 
For childlike glimpses of the life to be; 
For trust akin to my child’s trust in me; 
For hearts at rest through confidence in Thee ; 
For hearts triumphant in perpetual hope ; 
For hope victorious through past hopes fulfilled ; 
For mightier hopes born of the things we know ; 
For faith born of the things we may not know ; 
For hope of powers increased ten thousand fold ; 
For that last hope of likeness to Thyself, 
When hope shall end in glorious certainty ; 
—With quickened hearts 
That find Thee everywhere, 
We thank Thee, Lord ! 
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A LITTLE TE DEUM FOR THESE TIMES 


We thank Thee, Lord, 

For mercies manifold in these dark days ;— 

For Heart of Grace that would not suffer wrong ; 

For all the stirrings in the dead dry bones ; 

For bold self-steeling to the times’ dread needs ; 

For every sacrifice of self to Thee; 

For ease and wealth and life so freely given ; 

For Thy deep sounding of the hearts of men ; 

For Thy great opening of the hearts of men ; 

For Thy close-knitting of the hearts of men; 

For all who sprang to answer the great call; 

For their high courage and self-sacrifice ; 

For their endurance under deadly stress ; 

For all the unknown heroes who have died 

To keep the land inviolate and free ; 

For all who came back from the Gates of Death ; 

For all who passed to larger life with Thee, 

And found in Thee the wider liberty ; 

For hope of Righteous and Enduring Peace ; 

For hope of cleaner earth and closer heaven ; 

With burdened hearts, but faith unquenchable,— 
We thank Thee, Lord ! 


A SILENT TE DEUM 


~ We thank Thee, Lord, 
For all Thy Golden Silences,— 
For every Sabbath from the world’s turmoil ; 
For every respite from the stress of life ;— 
Silence of moorlands rolling to the skies, 
Heath-purpled, bracken-clad, aflame with gorse ; 
Silence of gray tors crouching in the mist ; 
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Silence of deep woods’ mystic cloistered calm ; 
Silence of wide seas basking in the sun ; 
Silence of white peaks soaring to the blue; 
Silence of dawnings, when, their matins sung, 
The little birds do fall asleep again ; 
For the deep silence of high golden noons ; 
Silence of gloamings and the setting sun ; 
Silence of moonlit nights and patterned glades ; 
Silence of stars, magnificently still, 
Yet ever chanting their Creator’s skill ; 
For that high silence of Thine Open House, 
Dim-branching roof and lofty-pillared aisle, 
Where burdened hearts find rest in Thee awhile ; 
Silence of friendship, telling more than words ; 
Silence of hearts, close-knitting heart to heart ; 
Silence of joys too wonderful for words ; 
Silence of sorrows, when Thou drawest near ; 
Silence of soul, wherein we come to Thee, 
And find ourselves in Thine Immensity ; 
For that great silence where Thou dwell’st alone— 
—Father, Spirit, Son, in One, 
Keeping watch above Thine Own,— 
Deep unto deep, within us sound sweet chords 
Of praise beyond the reach of human words ; 
In our soul’s silence, feeling only Thee,— 

We thank Thee, thank Thee, 

Thank Thee, Lord ! 


A LITTLE TE DEUM OF RENEWALS 


For Thy sweet sunshine after nights of rain ; 
For Thy sweet balm of comfort after pain ; 
For Thy sweet peace that ends a long-drawn strife ; 
For Thy sweet rest that ends a burdened life ; 
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For joy, dispersing sorrows as the sun 
Sucks up the morning mists, and as Thy winds 
Dispel the clouds and show the blue again,— 
The deep, pure, tenuous, heavenly blue that seems, 
In its infinity of tenderness, 
Like to Thy Love, that fills all time and space 
With Thy sweet Spirit’s all-abounding grace ; 
For all Thy healing ministries,— 
We thank Thee, Lord ! 


For hearts estranged, won back to fellowship, 
And closer knit by sweet forgivenesses ; 
For hearts made tenderer by fortune’s blows ; 
For souls by sorrows ripened in Thy love ; 
Yea, and for pain that took our pride away, 
And cast us wholly on Thy charity ; 
For darkened ways that led us to the Light ; 
For blinding tears that yet renewed our sight ; 
For travails and perplexities of mind 
Through which we wrestled, nobler life to find,— 
And found, beyond our craving souls’ upreach, 
The wonder of the lessons Thou wouldst teach ; 
For dear lives salvaged from the hand of Death ; 
For pure souls’ fiery purgings without scathe ; 
For answered prayers that showed Thy boundless 
love ; 
For prayers unanswered, wiser love to prove ; 
For all Thy leadings through life’s devious ways, 
With faith illumined and high heart of grace ;— 
We thank Thee, thank Thee, 
Thank Thee, Lord! 
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A LITTLE TE DEUM FOR THOSE WHO 
) HAVE LOST 


For manly courage under grievous loss ; 
For faith of woman bowed beneath her cross ; 
For Hope that bravely glowed ’neath stormy skies ; 
For Love that suffered untold agonies 
With saintly fortitude, and, tempest-tost 
And sore bestead, yet never lost 
Her hold on God and His high promises ; 
For noble deeds as simple duty done, 
_In their Christlikeness known to God alone ; 
For high heroic bearing under stress ; 
For hearts that no ill-fortune could depress ; 
For every helpful word and kindly deed 
That found occasion in its brother’s need ; 
For that Brute Force is from its saddle hurled, 
And that the sword no more can rule the world ; 
For growth of wisdom in this mire of war, 
Which leaves Thee more than ever Conqueror ; 
For that the world has found its soul again, 
And set its heel upon this curse of Cain ; 
For that Thy Justice is again restored, 
And War as arbiter henceforth abhorred ;— 
For that the dear lives were not given in vain, 
Despite the anguish of our loss and pain,— 
We thank Thee, thank Thee, 
Thank Thee, Lord ! 


A LITTLE TE DEUM FOR WOMANHOOD 


We.thank Thee, Lord, for Thy sweet Heart of Grace 
Revealed in womanhood in these black days ; 

For her high courage under bitter stress ; 

For her new spheres of wondrous usefulness ; 
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For her heroic fortitude in loss ; 

For her most patient bearing of her cross ; 

For her high seizure of the times’ dire needs ; 

For her sweet sum of self-denying deeds ; 

For her self-adaptation to the claims 

Of these new days ;—for the relinquished aims 

Which yet mature in unexpected guise 

Through her success in nobler enterprise ; 

For all the Christliness of gentle hands 

Which soothe the passage of the running sands ; 

For grace of heart and life and winning face 

To young lives broken in the fiery race ; 

For all her ministry to days and nights 

Of ceaseless pain that gnaws and saps and blights ; 

For that high soul of pure white womanhood 

Which lifts man towards the Father-Motherhood ; 

For saintly lives whose days and nights are prayer 

For wayfarers awander in life’s snare ; 

For that White Fire of Love that welcomes all, 

And turns with quick response to every call ; 

For chivalry in woman as in man, 

Whereof comes comradeship Saturnian ; 

For every widening of her gracious sphere ; 

For her true instinct and her insight clear ; 

For that God-given wisdom of the heart 

That sees below and takes the sinner’s part; 

For all that woman has been,—is,—may be; 

Heart-thanks and praise we render, Lord, to Thee ;— 

For every strand in that sweet golden cord ; 

For every note in that sweet complex chord :— 
We thank Thee, thank Thee, 

Thank Thee, Lord ! 
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A TE DEUM FOR GOD’S OWN SELF 


For Thine Own Self 

We thank Thee, Lord! 
For this, Thy mightiest Gift of Gifts—Thyself ! 
That Thine Own Self Thou givest without stint, 
Immeasured as Thine own eternities ; 
That when we seek we find Thee everywhere ; 
That everywhere, unseeking, still we find; 
That everywhere we find ourselves in Thee, 
Glad members of Thy love-linked company ; 
That we do find our highest selves in Thee ; 
In Thee do meet and find ourselves a part 
Of Thy great world’s unworldly throbbing heart, 
Wherein Thy love pours round us like a flood 
Of wise and tender father-motherhood, 
Patient, long-suffering, eager-quests its own, 
And yields its fullest when most called upon ; 
That Thine Own Self hast worn our human flesh, 
And toiled, and borne, and suffered as a man; 
That so Thy love is vast enough for all,— 
To raise the fallen, to forgive all sin, 
To heal earth’s wounds, to solace every woe, 
To cure the ills that suffered woes to be, 
To give fresh courage to the faint of heart, 
To strengthen weak and make strong souls more 

strong, 

To be to all The Promised Comforter. 


At one with Thee we find our souls in tune 

With that true Soul of Life whence all Life springs ; 
In Thee we meet and hold communion sweet 

With every other soul there entered in ; 
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There soul greets soul though all the world divide, 

There, sundered hearts are once more close allied, 

And Faith and Hope and Love are sanctified ; 

For thought and prayer o’erleap all boundaries, 

And time and space in Thee are less than nought ; 

Nor Death himself can interpose, since Love 

Doth conquer Death, and breaks the bonds of time, 

And spans the earth, and climbs the courts of 
Heaven. 

And Thou art Love, and Very Soul of Love, 

And Thou art in us, of us, with us, everywhere. 


For this all-mightiest gift of Thine Own Self, 
We thank Thee, Lord! 
And, since to Thee praise sweeter is than thanks,— 
For Thine Own Self we praise Thee, Lord ! 
We praise Thee, pratse Thee, praise Thee, Lord ! 
For thine Own Self—to Thine Own Self be praise ! 
The ages praise Thee,—and the days to come. 
From all Thy sinless ministering hosts, — 
In service— Praise ! 
From all the saints by Thee from sin redeemed,— 
Stell nobler praise ! 
From every world and creature Thou hast made,— 
Eternal Praise ! 
For Thine Own Self, from all Thy works be praise ! 
Perpetual, perfect, pure, impassioned praise !— 
Praise without ceasing ! 
Without ending—Praise ! 
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SOME SACRAMENTS 


THE SACRAMENT OF LIGHT 


In that far-off dim dawn, 

When chaos reigned, and earth was still 
A formless void in darkness dight, 

The Spirit, brooding o’er the deep, 
Awoke Creation from its sleep 

With that High Call— 

“ Let—There—Be—Light 

-And instant from the womb of night 
Sprang forth the mystic seven-fold beam, 
Ablaze with splendours bright. 

God, in His Wisdom all supreme, 

As His first act made—Light. 


So, unto Him give praise ! 

Praise without ceasing !— Praise !— 

That in His Wisdom Infinite, 

When making Man for His delight, 
Before He dowered him with sight, 

He filled the world with radiance bright, 
Lest, dulled with fear and void of hope, 
With stumbling footsteps he should grope, 
Through an eternal night. 


To God eternal praise ! 
Praise without ceasing !—Praise ! 
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That in His Goodness Infinite 
He blessed the world with Light. 

- Subserve it to His high employ, 
And see thou use it right ! 


THE SACRAMENT OF FOOD 


Each meal should be a sacramental feast,— 

A Eucharist each breaking of the bread, 
Wherein we meet again our Great High Priest, 
And pledge new troth to our exalted Head. 


For all we eat doth come of sacrifice,— 

Life out of Death,—since all we eat must yield 
Life for our living,—and yet, nothing dies, 

But in its giving finds its life fulfilled. 


bi 


The wheat, the plant, the beast, and man, all give 
Each of their best, God’s purpose to maintain, 
And all subserve the end for which all live, 

And pass,—to live more worthily again. 


THE SACRAMENT OF WATER 


Crystal clear from the throne of God 

Flows The River, The Shining River, 

For ever full, for ever free, 

It floweth everlastingly 

Through the banks of Time to the Boundless Sea 
Of Love indwelling Eternity. 


Praise to God in running water, 
Gleaming, glancing, running water ! 
Crystal clear its joyous cheer, 
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Dreaming, dancing, running water ; 
Amber-bright all slashed with white, 
Sweet, romancing, running water ; 
Give God praise for all fair water ! 
His sweet grace is running water. 


God’s sweet grace is running water, 
All fair, sparkling, running water, 
Bubbling spring from rock or sod,— 
Goodly thing,-—the gift of God,— 
Babbling praises as it flows, 
Gathering graces as it grows, 
Scattering joys where’er it goes ;— 
Praise to God in running water! 


Blithely o’er its shallows purling, 

Lithely through its narrows swirling, 
Round its mossy boulders curling, 
Glooming, gleaming, spooming, creaming 
With new life so richly teeming 

For the thirsty earth’s redeeming ;— 
Give God praise for running water, 

For all fair, fresh, running water ! 


THE SACRAMENT OF FIRE 


Kneel always when you light a fire ! 

Kneel reverently, and thankful be 

For God’s unfailing charity, 

And on the ascending flame inspire 

A little prayer, that shall upbear 

The incense of your thankfulness 
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For this sweet grace 

Of warmth and light! 
For here again is sacrifice 
For your delight. 


Within the wood, 

That lived a joyous life 

Through sunny days and rainy days 

And winter storms and strife ;— 

Within the peat, 

That drank the moorland sweet 

Of bracken, whin, and sweet bell-heather, 
And all the joy of gold gorse feather 
Flaming like Love in wintriest weather,— 
While snug below, in sun and snow, 

Peat heard the beat of the padding feet 
Of foal and dam, and ewe and lamb, 

And the stamp of old bell-wether ;— 
Within the coal, 

Where forests lie entombed, 

Oak, elm, and chestnut, beech and red pine bole,— 
God shrined His sunshine, and enwombed 
For you these stores of light and heat, 
Your life-joys to complete. 

These all have died that you might live ; 
Yours now the high prerogative 

To loose their long captivities, — 

To give them new sweet span of life 

And fresh activities. 


Kneel always when you light a fire ! 

Kneel reverently, 

And grateful be 

To God for His unfailing charity ! 
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THE SACRAMENT OF WORK 


Upon Thy bended knees thank God for work, 
Work—once man’s penance, now his high reward! 
~ For work to do and strength to do the work, 

We thank Thee, Lord ! 


Since outcast Adam toiled to make a home, 

The primal curse a blessing has become, 

Man in his toil finds recompense for loss ; 

A workless world had known nor Christ nor Cross 


Some toil for love, and some for simple greed, 
Some reap a harvest past their utmost need, 
More, in their less find truer happiness, 

And all, in work, relief from bitterness. 


A toiler with his hands was God’s own Son ; 
Like His, to Him be all thy work well done. 
None so forlorn as he that hath no work, 
None so abject as he that work doth shirk. 


Upon thy bended knees, thank God for work ! 
In workless days all ills and evils lurk ; 
For work to do, and strength to do the work, 
We thank Thee, Lord! 


THE SACRAMENT OF SLEEP 
Thank God for sleep! 


And, when you cannot sleep, 
Still thank Him that you live 
To lie awake. 
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And pray Him, of His grace, 

When He sees fit, sweet sleep to give, 
That you may rise, with new-born eyes, 
To look once more into His shining face. 


In sleep,—limbs all loose-laxed and slipt the 
chains— 

We draw sweet-close to Him from whom our breath 

Has life. In His sole hands we leave the reins, 

In fullest faith trust Him for life or death. 


This sleep in life close kinsman is to death ; 
And, as from sleep we wake to greet the day, 
So, too, from death we shall with joy awake 
To greet the glories of The Great Essay. 


To His belov’d new life in sleep He gives, 

And, unto all, awakening from sleep. 

Each day is resurrection,—a new birth 

To nearer heaven and re-created earth,— 

To all Life’s possibilities—of good 

Or ill,—with joys and woes endued,— 

Till that last, shortest sleep of all, 

And that first great awakening from Life’s thrall. 


Thank God for sleep ! 

And when you cannot sleep, 

Still thank Him for the grace 

That lets you live 

To feel the comfort of His soft embrace. 
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THE SACRAMENT OF PAIN 


Pain is God’s husbandman that turns the clods 
Of our sufficiency to furrows for His seed. 

So, with calm courage suffer every pain | 

For the soul-quick’ning it doth then contain, 


Earth does not cry aloud her misery 

When the keen share plows through her quivering 
breast, 

Nor does complain, but in sure silence waits 

The seed, the shoot, the gracious rustling grain, 

And bears unmoved the ill that makes for gain. 


Pain purges out the gathered dross of life, 
And leaves the spirit bare of earth’s additaments,— 
Bare to the hand of God—and God is Love. 


Pain wears away our pride of strength 

And undue sense of self, 

Saps all our powers, voids our securities, 

And casts us helpless in the lap of God, 

As new-born babes upon their mothers’ knees. 


Through pains untellable, the Man Divine 

Revealed to man the Father’s boundless love. 

So, when you suffer, clasp His wounded hand, 

Creep close and lay your weary head 

Upon His breast, and there, close-pressed, 

Unite your pains with His, and you shall feel 

The heart that broke for you still beating strong 

The never-dying love of God for all mankind. 
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Through suffering we come to closest touch with 
Him 

Who suffered once for man the final woe, 

And suffers still, and will till knowledge grow. 

But, by the pangs that for mankind He bore, 

He showed The Way, and, going on before, 

He made of Death the Opener of Life’s Door. 


THE SACRAMENT OF LIFE AND DEATH 


Life is God’s sacramental gift 
To man for his emprising, — 
The talent given into his care 
For his soul’s exercising, — 

A sacred trust bestowed on him 
_ For his immortalising. 


And He Who lends will one day ask 
His own again with interest,— 

See to it then, lest thou be found 
Of those who failed Him in the test. 


His equal gift is Death,— 

Death, the Bead-Roller of all noble souls 

Whose lives were given to questing noblest goals. 
_ Death is no foe, but Everyman’s best friend ; 
Death is Life’s true beginning, not its end ; 
Death is the Opener of the Golden Door 

To that high Life which goes from more to more. 
Dear Brother Death, who brings us sweet release 
From all earth’s sorrows with God’s gift of Peace ! 
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THE SACRAMENT OF LOVE 


Love is the sacrament of sacraments ; 
For God is Love, and Love is God. 


Who loves knows Him, and in Him all the heights 


And depths of those high rapturous delights 
Which for Love’s soul are very soul of life, 


And through the troubled ways,—through stress 


and strife, 
Bear the soul upward to that final goal 


Where Life and Love make one full-rounded whole. 


Love tints the grayest life with rose ; 
Love kindles fires ’mid winter snows. 


Love draws the fallen from his sin ; 
Love helps the sinner grace to win. 


Love lifts the fringes of the night ; 
Love gifts the eyes of Faith with sight. 


Love to all loveliness is kin ; 


Love moulds all Life,—without,—within. 


Love is the mightiest power on earth ; 
Love to Eternal Hope gives birth. 


Love—the Beginning and the End— 
All life and death doth comprehend. 


Love lived in Death upon the Tree ; 
Love lives again, for you and me. 


Love through eternity endures, 
For God is Love, 
And Love is God. 


Thank God for Love,-—His first,—then yours ! 
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SOME HYMNS 


FREE MEN OF GOD 


Free men of God, the New Day breaks . 
In golden gleams across the sky ; 
The darkness of the night is past, 
This is the Day of Victory. 
For this our fathers strove | 
In stern and fiery love— 
That men to come should be 
Born into liberty— 
That all should be—as we are—Free ! 


Free men of God, gird up your loins, 
And brace you for the final fight! 
Strike home, strike home for Truth and Right, 
—Yet bear yourselves as in His sight ! 
For this our fathers fought, 
This with their lives they bought— 
That you and I should be 
Heirs of their liberty— 
That all should be—as we are—Free! 


Free men we are and so will be; 
We claim free access unto Him, 
Who widened all the bounds of life, 
And us from bondage did redeem. 
Let no man intervene, 
Or draw a veil between 
Us and our God, for He 
Would have His people free,— / 
And we would be—as Thou art—Free, __ 
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Free men of God, your Birthright claim ! 
Our fathers won it with a price. 
They paid in full to axe and flame, 
Nor counted up the sacrifice. 
This is our heritage, 
And here we do engage, 
Kach man unto his son 
Intact to pass it on. 
So shall they be—as we are—Free ! 


Our Sure Defence, in times of stress, 
Thy gates stand open, wide and free, 
When men provoke and wrongs oppress, 
We seek Thy wider liberty. 

With loftier mind and heart, 

Let each man bear his part! 

So—to the final fight, 

And God defend the right ! 
-We shall, we must, we will be—Free ! 


ALL'S WELL! 


Is the pathway dark and dreary ? 
God’s in His heaven ! 
Are you broken, heart-sick, weary ? 
God’s in His heaven ! 
Dreariest roads shall have an ending, 
Broken hearts are for God’s mending. 
All’s well! All’s well! 
Alls .... well! 


Are life’s threads all sorely tangled ? 
God’s in His heaven ! 
Are the sweet chords strained and jangled ? 
God’s in His heaven! 
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Tangled threads are for Love’s fingers, 
Trembling chords make heaven’s sweet singers. 
All’s well! All’s well! 
All’s . . . well! 


Is the burden past your bearing ? 
God’s in His heaven! 
Hopeless ?—Friendless >—No one caring? 
God’s in His heaven! 
Burdens shared are light to carry, 
Love shall come though long he tarry. 
All’s well! All’s well! 
All’s .. . well! 


Is the light for ever failing ? 
God’s in His heaven ! 

Is the faint heart ever quailing ? 
God’s in His heaven! 

God’s strong arms are all around you, 
In the dark He sought and found you. 
All’s well! All’s well! 

All's tu.) well! 


Is the future black with sorrow? 
God’s in His heaven ! 
Do you dread each dark to-morrow ? 
God’s in His heaven ! 
Nought can come without His knowing. 
Come what may ’tis His bestowing. 
All’s well! All’s well ! 
Allssw,.... welll 


Peace and heaven lie all about us. 
God’s in His heaven! 
Peace within makes heaven without us, 
God’s in His Heaven ! 
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God’s great love shall fail us never, 
We are His, and His for ever. 
All’s well! All’s well! 
All’s . . . well! 


HIS MERCY ENDURETH FOR EVER 


Our feet have wandered, wandered far and wide,— 
His Mercy endureth for ever ! 
From that strait path in which the Master died,— 
His Mercy endureth for ever ! 
Low have we fallen from our high estate, 
Long have we lingered, lingered long and late ; 
But the tenderness of God 
Is from age to age the same, 
And His Mercy endureth for ever. 


There is no sin His Love can not forgive ;— 
His Mercy endureth for ever ! 
No soul so stained His Love will not receive ;— 
His Mercy endureth for ever ! 
No load of sorrow but His touch can move, 
No hedge of thorns that can withstand His Love ; 
For the tenderness of God 
Is from age to age the same, 
And His Mercy endureth for ever ! 


So we will sing, whatever may betide ;— 
His Mercy endureth for ever ! 
Nought but ourselves can keep us from [is side ;— 
His Mercy endureth for ever ! . 
What though no place we win in life's rough race, 
Our loss may prove the measure of His grace. 
For the tenderness of God 
Is from age to age the same, 
And His Mercy endureth for ever ! 
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LIVE CHRIST 


Live Christ !--and though thy way may be 
In this world’s sight adversity, 

He who doth heed thy every need 

Shall give thy soul prosperity. 


Live Christ !—and though thy path may be 
The narrow street of poverty, 

He had not where to lay His head 

Yet lived in largest liberty. 


Live Christ !—and though thy road may be 
The strait way of humility, 

He who first trod that way of God 

Will clothe thee with His dignity. 


Live Christ !—and though thy life may be 
In much a valedictory, 

The heavy cross brings seeming loss 

But wins the crown of victory. 


Live Christ !—and all thy life shall be 
_A High Way of Delivery,— 

A Royal Road of goodly deeds, 

Gold-paved with sweetest charity. 


Live Christ !—and all thy life shall be 
A sweet uplifting ministry, 

A sowing of the fair white seeds 
That fruit through all eternity. 


WHERE CHRIST IS BORN AGAIN | 


Wherever one repenting soul 
Prays, in its agonies of pain, 
By God’s sweet grace to be made whole,— 
There, Christ ts born again. 
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Wherever—bond of ancient thrall— 

A strong soul bursts its shackling chain, 

And upward strains to meet the call, — 
There, Christ ts born again. 


Wherever vision of the Light 

Disturbs the sleeping souls of men, 

Night trails away its shadowy flight,— 
And Christ is born again. 


Wherever soul in travail turns, 

And climbs the barriers that constrain, 

With steady cheer Hope’s sweet lamp burns,— 
And Christ is born again. 


Where one foul thing is purged away, 

And Life delivered of one stain, 

Love rims with gold the coming day,— 
And Christ is born again. 


THE ETERNAL CHRIST 


Our God is an eternal Christ, 
Unchangeable, unchanged. 

His Love is still as warm and true 

As when life’s common ways He ranged 
Beneath the Syrian blue. 


Our God is an eternal Christ, 
And Christ is Very Love,— 
The Love that, ere the world was made, 
He with His justice interwove, 
As He the way surveyed. 
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Our God is an eternal Christ, 
All tender, wise, and true, 

As once He was to those of old, 
So is He now to me and you, 


Till all the tale be told. 


As Christ was then, so God is now, 
A wise and loving friend. 

No feeblest cry will He deny, 

But of His best will surely send, 
And that right instantly. 


LIBERTY, EQUALITY, FRATERNITY 


O God, within whose sight 
All men have equal right 
To worship Thee, 
Break every bar that holds 
Thy flock in diverse folds ! 
Thy Will from none withholds 
Full liberty. 


Lord, set Thy Churches free 

From foolish rivalry ! | 
Lord, set us free! 

Let all past bitterness 

Now and for ever cease, 

And all our souls possess 
Thy charity ! 


Lord, set the people free ! 
Let all men draw to Thee 
In unity ! 
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Thy temple courts are wide, 

Therein let all abide 

In peace, and side by side, 
Serve only Thee! 


God, grant us now Thy peace! 
Bid all dissensions cease ! 
God, send us peace! 
Peace in True Liberty, 
Peace in Equality, 
Peace and Fraternity, 
God, send us peace ! 


TE DEUM 


We thank Thee, O our God, for this 

Long fought-for, hoped-for, prayed-for peace ; 
Thou dost cast down, and Thou upraise, 

Thy hand doth order all our ways. 


Lift all our hearts to nobler life, 
For ever freed from fear of strife ; 
Let all men everywhere in Thee 
Possess their souls in liberty. 


Safe in Thy Love we leave our dead ; 
Heal all the wounds that war has made. 
And help us to uproot each wrong, 
Which still among us waxeth strong. 


Break all the bars that hold apart 
All men of nobler mind and heart ; 
Let all men find alone in Thee 
Their one and only sovereignty ! 
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TO WIN THE WORLD 
. Would you win all the world for Christ >— 
One way there is and only one ;— 
You must live Christ from day to day, 
And see His Will be done. 


But who lives Christ must tread His way, 
Leave self and all the world behind, 
Press ever up and on, and serve 

His kind with single mind. 


No easy way,—rough-strewn with stones, 
And wearisome, the path He trod. 

But His way is the only way 

That leads man back to God. 


And lonesome oft, and often dark 
With shame, and outcastry, and scorn, 
And, at the end, perchance a cross,— 
And many a crown of thorn. 


But His lone cross and crown of thorn 
Endure when crowns and empires fall. 
The might of His undying love 

In dying conquered all. 


Only by treading, in His steps, 

The all-compelling ways of Love 

Shall earth be won, and man made one 
With that Great Love above. 


THE CHILDREN 
The children, Lord, the children !— 
Not for ourselves we pray, 
But for these little ones, whose feet. 
Are tender to the way. | 
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For we have learned our lessons 
Of Love, and Hope, and Trust ; 
But they have still to learn them, 
*Mid the turmoil and the dust. 


Thy hand was always stretched, Lord, 
To lift us when we fell ; 

We leave them to thy Father-love 
That doeth all things well. 


When the wind and the rain beat on them, 

O hap them in Thy breast, 

When their feet grow worn with ways forlorn, 
Lift them up and give them rest. 


High on Thy breast, Lord, bear them, 
Above the flints and mire. 

The way is long, the wind is strong, 
But Love’s arms never tire. 


We have no wealth to leave them, 
They must tread the paths we trod ; 
But all is well if but they dwell 

In the Fatherhood of God. 


And whatever else they learn, Lord, 
May they learn this first of all,— 
That the great heart of their Father 
Will answer every call. 


WHAT DO I OWE? 


What do I owe? 

Nay, Lord,—what do I not? 

—aAll that I am, 

And all that I have got ;— 
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All that I am, 

And that how small a thing, 
Compared with all 

Thy goodly fostering. 


What do I owe 

To all the world around? 

—To set Thee first 

That Grace may more abound ; 
To set Thee first, 

To hold Thee all in all, 

And, come what may, 

To follow Thy High Call. 


What do I owe 
To this dear land of ours? 
—All of my best,— 


My time, my thought, my powers ;— 


All of my best 

Is yet too small to give 
That this our land 

May to Thine increase live. 


What do I owe 

To those who follow on? 

—To build more sure 

The Freedom we have won ;— 
To build more sure, 

The Kingdoms of Thy Grace, 
Kingdoms secure 

In Truth and Righteousness. 


What do I owe 
To Christ, my Lord, my hers ? 
—That all my life 
Be one sweet offering ;— 
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That all my life 

To noblest heights aspire, 
That all I do 

Be touched with holy fire. 


SOME BLESSEDS 


Blessed are they that have eyes to see. 
They shall find God everywhere. 
They shall see Him where others see stones. 


Blessed are they that have understanding hearts. 


To them 


shall be multiplied Kingdoms of Delight. 


Blessed are they that see visions. 
They shall rejoice in the hidden ways of God, 


Blessed are the song-ful of soul. 
They carry light and joy to shadowed lives. 


Blessed are they who rejoice in the power of prayer. 
They draw very near to God. 


Blessed are they who know the power of Love. 
They dwell in God, for God is love. 


Blessed are the dead. 


For they 


are with God. 


Blessed are the living. 
For they can still serve God. 


Blessed are they who rejoice in their children. 
To them is revealed the Father-Motherhood of 


God. 
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Blessed are the childless, loving children still. 
Theirs shall be a mightier family, 
Even as the stars of heaven. 


Blessed are the souls kept virgin for mankind. 
Unto them shall be given unbounded kingdoms 
of great joy. 
Blessed are the faithful strong. 
They are the right hands of God. 


Blessed are they that dwell in peace,— 
If they forget not God. 


Blessed are they that fight for the Right. 
They shall save their souls, 
For God is with them. 
_ Blessed are they whose memories we cherish. 
Our thoughts add jewels to their crowns. 
Blessed are they who, through tribulation, have come to 
perfect trust in God. 
Theirs is the peace which passeth understanding, 
Blessed are the burdened of heart to whom The Comforter 


has come. 
They foretaste the joy of heaven. 


Blessed are the souls all bare before God. 
He shall clothe them with His Peace and Love. 


Blessed 1s the people whose heart is set on God. 
It shall STAND. 
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